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A RASH EXPERIMENT 


CHAPTER I 

I f was four o’clock in the afternoon, on board the 
P. and O. Calcutta ; under the awning on deck, 
more than two hundred passengers were sitting, strolling, 
and lounging, having come up in search of a little 

breeze to stimulate their appetites for dinner_for 

they were under a tropical sun. and in the Red'Sea: 
the Red Sea was at present, smooth as glass, as the 
Calcutta went throbbing through the water resembling 
a painted ship upon a painted ocean.” Overhead the 
sky was of a deep, opaque blue, entirely cloudless, 
the African and Arabian coasts dimly visible on either 

npitk WC Tu ° f fainter and more delicate shade, but 

rnnlH^ t t h ° Se i l a K' aWay mountains . nor ‘l>c sky itself, 
sh» the Cy , eS ° f a girl ' who " as I’o'ow stairs! 

sav the ‘r Ca M n W D ‘ a fello "'-P a ssenger. Strange to 
y, the two Miss Brownes were not related, they had 

made acquaintance at an hotel in Colombo.-attracted 

the ™ " h y 1 " ame ~ and "'hen they came on board 

Inline b °a ’ 6 CCted ‘° Share the samc cabin f°r the 
voyage, and were already the best of friends Ad- 

Me en vawn s e L h f heat intense ’ for thc P or ‘- 

hole yawns to its utmost extent—which is not saying 

‘t 
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much—and one of the girls lies in her berth, apparently 
in the last stage of exhaustion. 

A refined, delicate-looking young woman, of about 
five or six and twenty, who gave one the idea, that so 
far, life had been something of a struggle ; for deep 
lines of premature care, were ruled into her forehead, 
and about the corners of her mouth. Her hair was 
loosely pushed back from her aching temples, and 
her eyes were riveted on her companion, who was 
standing in the middle of the cabin with her dress off, 
her magnificent hair cloaking her to her knees ; slowly 
fanning herself with an enormous black fan. 

This is the Miss Browne, with the blue eyes. Miss 
Browne the wealthy orphan, the Australian heiress, 
who was about to visit England for the first time. 

“ Did you ever feel anything so baking hot as this 
afternoon has been ? Pouf ! I wish I might run up 
on deck, like this, and get a breath of air ! ” tossing 
back her heavy locks, and displaying her bare arms. 

" My dear,” replied a languid voice from the 
berth, “ you wouldn’t call this anything,—if you had 
been in India.” 

“ Well ! at any rate, you are knocked up, Anglo- 
Indian though you are,” retorted the wielder of the fan. 

“ That’s very true, but then I’m a wretched specimen 
of humanity, and no more fitted to go out into the 

world, and earn my bread, than-” pausing for a 

simile— 

” The Captain’s canary ! ” suggested her friend, with 
a smile. " Poor Rachel, you ought to have been rich, 
according to the fitness of things. You are fastidious, 
and reserved ; very quiet, and very clever! You 
would do most beautifully for the rich Miss Browne— 
and I for the poor one! ” 

“ I don’t think you and poverty, would agree at all,” 
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replied the lady in the berth, with an air of calm con¬ 
viction ; " you have not the least idea of what it means 
to go without things, and to be unpleasantly short of 
money; no! you and poverty, would not assimilate ! ” 
Yes we would,” retorted the other emphatically, 
'' far better than you suppose. I am self-reliant, ener¬ 
getic, firm of purpose,—my relations call it obstinacy,— 
and latterly I have been living upon a sheep run, 
entirely out of the way of luxuries ; moreover I have 
robust health. Yes, I am far fitter to go out into the 
world and fend for myself, than you are. my poor dear 
Rachel! ” 

*' 1 he artily wish we could change places,” said the 
other with a smile ; " I’m only too willing to be the rich 
Miss Browne ; if you will endow me with all your goods 
and chattels, and a balance at your bankers ” 

"And you are taken for the heiress." said her friend 
with a knowing nod. " I believe most people on board, 
imagine that you came from Melbourne and I from 


„ dear Helen, how can you be so ridiculous ? " 

X m perfectly serious, and their mistake is natural. 
You are silent retiring and stand-off,” replied Helen 

cabin 8 "AU thZ !"“£ ^ commenci ng to pace the 

than T ri„^V h i °° kS ! ke m ° ne y J You dress better 
than I do, declaiming with a fan. " Now I am much 

™ r l a PMable, and talkative, my wardrobe Ts of 
S iab e kW °°a dS ’ n nd SWeet sim P lid ‘y itself. I am 

MS 

homYto Si have thousands a year, and I’m going 

girl in m,/? IS y breadas a governess,” rejoined the 
girl in the berth somewhat bitterly. “ You see,” she 
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proceeded slowly, “ people do not grasp the idea, that an 
heiress has the right to be as lovely as Hebe herself. 
It is not according to the fitness of things, that fortune 
should shower all her gifts on me, they imagine I’m 
the heiress, because I am plain,—and you area pauper, 
because of your pretty face, and wonderful good 
nature ; you make yourself too cheap running messages, 
and amusing other people’s children,” concluded Miss 
Rachel Browne, closing her eyes, with an expression of 
grave disapproval. 

You don't care about the rising generation, do 
you ? " said Helen, commencing to plait the long strands 
of her golden tinted brown hair. “ Poor Rachel, I pity 
you ; yours will be such an uncongenial task.—Now 
for my part, I like the little imps ! ” 

” Thank Heaven, there is only one olive branch for 
me to look after in my situation,” announced Rachel, 
crossing her arms behind her head, and surveying her 
friend’s toilet with languid interest. "Once I little 
dreamt, that I should come to going out as a governess, 
but necessity knows no law. Any way. I’m starting a 
new life—and it has compensations ? ” 

" I wonder you never married ? I thought all girls 
in India ‘ went off,’ as they call it. as a matter of 
course,” observed the young lady at the glass,—now 
winding the mass of plaits into a knob at the back of 
her head,—and searching vainly for hairpins. 

" Married ! ” echoed the other with a gasp, and colour¬ 
ing vividly, “ what an absurd, and old-fashioned idea ! 
Not one out of ten girls in India, marry now,—the 
market is overstocked. I went out to my brother, my 
only brother,—as I think I told you, I have spent five 
years in the gorgeous East, and here I am, returning 
to Europe, like the traditional bad penny ! ” 

" And your brother ? ” said Helen, who had been 
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surveying the back of her head with a hand-glass, and 
paused in her inspection. 

“ My dear brother is dead ; and I am more or less 

alone in the world,” replied the elder Miss Browne in a 
faint voice. 

‘ Never alone in the world, so long as I am in it ” 
replied her impulsive cabin mate, suddenly kneeling 
down beside her, and putting a slender arm round her 
neck , you know you are my friend,—and my friends 
are so few that I cannot afford to lose sight of them 
There . There is the first dinner-bell ? Get up Rachel" 

or yoifwifi berate!" 6 “ d 1 ^ d ° y ° Ur hair! H urry 


CHAPTER II 

D 0 *K 0U ( ? member . what we were talking about 

this afternoon, Helen ? ” inquired her friend as 
*“?. Z a seat beside her. on the moonlit deck. 

" I mZT t f k ! ng 0f S0 many thin gs,” she replied, 
do } I mean ; what we said about changing places ' I 

nave kS 

doe ? your Mrs. Despard live ? '■ 

of a 1^7^"^ she * s the cousin 

the situation and eavo ’ ° d ? nend ’ who f °und me 

ion, and gave me a splendid character. It 
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seems strange for anyone to take a governess from 
India, but I am well-recommended, and I am com¬ 
petent to teach music, French, drawing and singing,— 
also, I am cheap ! ” 

“ Do you know that Mrs. Despard is my aunt; there 
cannot be two of that name at Thornhurst, can there ? 
So we are actually bound for the same house ? Well 
the world is a small place,” opening her eyes and gazing 
at her companion with all her might. “ What a coin¬ 
cidence ! ” said Helen. " It seems too strange to be true, 
but I know that odd things do happen. On my Uncle 
Macgregor’s run, two brothers met, who had not 
heard of one another, for more than twenty years.” 

” The aunt you spoke of, your father’s only sister, 
who wrote you such delightful letters,—can she be my 
Mrs. Despard ? It seems impossible ! ” 

“ But it is a fact. Our Mrs. Despards are identical, 
I will prove it to you at once. Come to the cabin, 
and we will compare our correspondence,” rising and 
hurrying to the top of the companion ladder, and 
flying downstairs. 

” Here is mine, my very last,” she said, laying a 
sheet of foreign paper in the hand of her more deliberate 
friend, who had followed her into the cabin, and closed 
the door. “ Read it, and judge for yourself.” 

” My darling Niece, 

“ By the time this reaches you, you will be on 
the point of sailing, and I send one line, to assure you, 
that we are actually counting the days till you arrive. 
Your room is ready, your cousins have been very busy 
doing it up with blue and white draperies, and making 
a charming bower for your reception. Your uncle is 
looking out for a saddle horse to suit you, and I have 
heard of an excellent maid,—so I hope everything will 
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be in readiness, when you come amongst us. You must 
make up your mind, not to think of us as strangers, 
but as your nearest and dearest of kin ; we are all 
looking forward to giving you a hearty welcome, and 
adopting you as one of the family. My Blanche is 
about the same age as yourself, and I feel certain, that 
you and she will be like sisters. 

“ Ever your affectionate aunt, 

“ Isabella Despard. 

P -S-—Your uncle will meet you at Southampton." 

" A charming letter," said Rachel, folding it up 
slowly, and returning it to its envelope. " Now you 
shall read mine, received, just as I was leaving Madras, 
—you see the handwriting is identical." 


“ Dear Madam, 

‘ My cousin Mrs. Phillips informs me, that you 
are leaving India immediately, and that I may expect 
you about the 1st of December. I hope she has 
thoroughly explained my wishes, and that you fully 
understand your duties. You will have the entire 
a girl of twelve, and her wardrobe; music. 

ZZ ' T u g n’ draWlng * are ' 1 bclieve . your acquire, 
ments I shall expect you to read French with my eldest 

is U rfoi?hi. aC f° mpany hGr in Singing * and bc as much 

as possible of a companion to my second girl, who is a 
confined invalid ! You will breakfast and dine in the 
school-room and take lunch with us,—unless there are 

betteT m , the f h °f'\ AU these littIc things are so much 

whhe Ymi n°,° d 'f en Phinly Put dovvn in black ‘^d 
white. You pay for your own washing and travelling 

expenses ; salary as agreed, thirty pounds a year As 

you are not certificated, I could not possibly offer you 
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more. 1 trust you are all Mrs. Phillips states, and that 
you have a robust constitution.—and an even temper. 

I remain yours faithfully, 

Isabella Despard.” 

What a horrid, cold, formal letter ; not the least 
like mine,” said Helen, sitting down in her berth, and 
embracing her knees with both arms. 

My dear, vou must remember, that you are her rich 
niece, and I am her cheap governess ; there is a differ¬ 
ence,” said Rachel dryly. 

Hid Mrs. Phillips tell you anything about my aunt ? 
What kind of a person she really was ? ” inquired Helen 
with a thoughtful face. 

“ Oh, yes, she told me a great deal about her.” 

“ Which you will at once repeat to me," said Helen 
eagerly. 

” I shall do nothing of the sort ! ” rejoined her friend. 
" I am sure she will be delightful to you,—and that is 
all that matters.” 

To this Helen made no reply, but sat for some moments 
still nursing her knees, in rapt contemplation of the 
cabin carpet. 

“ I have it,” she cried at length, “ a magnificent idea ! ” 
jimping up and confronting her companion with a 
face of radiant elation. “ Listen to me, Rachel,” putting 
her arm round her, ” I have the most abject horror of 
being liked for my money,—and not for myself. I 
would give anything to know the luxury of feeling, 
that people cared for me,—and not my fortune. 
Suppose l were to go among my relations as the 
governess,—and you as the niece ? 

“ Helen, you are stark, staring mad ! ” ejaculated 
her friend, with an expression of stunned amazement. 

“ No ! I have method in my madness ; I shall 
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discover what sort of people my relations really arc, 
and I can act the governess. I can play the piano, 
and sketch, read French, and sing,—I had the very 
best masters in Melbourne ! I am also Miss Browne. 
The whole thing, is only too beautifully simple ; I 
seem to see the hand of Providence in my having come 
across you ! ” 

“ It would be a most unfair deception ; your relations 
would never forgive you, and I, for one, will have nothing 
to say to your scheme,” protested Rachel with emphasis. 

" Oh, yes you will,” replied Helen. ” Wait and see 
all the pros and cons, before you make up your mind ! 

In the first place,” now reckoning on her fingers, and 
speaking with great animation. " I shall have an oppor¬ 
tunity of making friends on my own merits ; secondly, ' 
you will enjoy a comfortable and luxurious home, as 
long as you are in my shoes. You say, you want a 
rest ; you arc not strong, and absolute idleness, and 
freedom from care and bother, will do you no end of 
good,—can you deny that ? 

“ So you think I shall be entirely free from care, 
whilst I am acting,the part you allot me! On the 
contrary, I should have a sword of Damocles hanging 
over my head. I should be always expecting to be 
found out ! I know none of your connections,— 
nothing about familiar family names, or events—or-” 

** Neither do I,” interrupted her friend, triumphantly. 

“ I was bom in Australia, and I am as ignorant of our 
English belongings as you are. Aunt Despard hadn't 
written to father for years and years. She had no idea 
that he was a wealthy man until lately. He told me, he 
had always been looked upon as the scapegrace of the 
family. When he left the army and got into debt, all 
his family washed their hands of him, so he went out to 
Australia,—to the goldfields. He had no luck there, and 
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by and by, be drifted up to my grandfather’s run,—where 
he was one of the stock-riders. As he was remarkably 
handsome, a splendid horseman, and a thoroughly good 
sort,—my mother, Ailsa MacGregor, fell in love with 
him, and they were married ; later on he got a legacy 
and an opening in Melbourne through an old friend ; 
by and by he began to speculate in buying land in the 
neighbourhood of the city, and filled his pockets with 
gold,—and that is his history! Poor dear father,” 
she added with tears in her eyes, “ he often regretted, 
that he had not gone home, and made friends with his 
sister on tny account. He always had a hankering 
after the old country. More than once he planned to 
return, but something always turned up to prevent 
the trip, and his business, required him to be on the 
spot. My aunt and uncle who live upon a run, in 
Queensland, would gladly give me a home for life.— 
and were much against this expedition of mine, but I 
was determined to make it,—and for more reasons than 
one — and stood out against a'cry argument. After 
all, I am my own mistress.—or will be—when I am 
one and twenty,—and almost alone in the world ! ” 

" No one with thousands a year need ever be alone," 
cynically remarked her companion. ” No, no, you are 
not to be pitied, my dear. You have youth, health, 
good looks,—and money. What more would you 
have ? ” she demanded almost fiercely ! “ Kindly look at 
me ! I am almost penniless, friendless, and in wretched 
health; the doctors sav. I have disease of the heart 
and may die any day. Yes ! and the sooner the better,” 
she added in a hard, unnatural voice. 

“ Rachel ! how can you say anything so wicked ? " 

exclaimed Helen with a gasp of horror. 

" My dear girl, if you’d been knocked about as I 
have, by the storms of Fate; if you had led a life as 
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miserable as mine,—all you would ask for, would be 
a quiet, painless death,—life has nothing left to offer 

9 9 

me. 

“ You will think differently some day, Rachel ; you 
are in low spirits, because your health affects your 
mind. The bl acke st cloud has a silver lining ; when 
things come to the worst,—they mend.” 

" My affairs are past mending,” returned Rachel 
gloomily; ” some day, I will tell you the story of 
my life, Helen, and then you shall judge for your¬ 
self.” 

" Tell me now, darling ! I know you have some 
heavy trouble on your mind. It may ease you to talk 
of it ! Do tell me now," urged Helen pleadingly. 

“ Not now,—another time,” shaking her head 
inflexibly. 

“ Well then about my plan ! Will you agree to 
it ? It can do no harm to you,—you will be obliging 
me, and I’ll take the whole responsibility upon myself,” 
spreading out two pretty little hands ! 

” And how long do you propose to play your part, 
Helen ? ” 

Just a month,—a whole month ! That will give 
me ample time, to ingratiate myself with aunt, uncle, 
and cousins.” 


Oh, you silly, silly girl ; and at the end of that 
period, may I ask what is to become of me ,—the impos¬ 
tor ? I shall be turned out on the doorstep, bag, and 

baggage, without wages or character, and my last state 
will be worse than my first.” 

Your last state, will be better than your first ; 
or if my relations do not take our little surprise in good 
part,—and are not really nice people, we will leave 
together; you shall be my governess, and have the 
sole charge of me ; so now agree ! do say yes ! Do ! 
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do ! darling,” putting her arm round her friend’s neck, 
and giving her half a dozen coaxing kisses. 

I don’t believe we could act our part for a single 
day,” protested Rachel, relenting. ” You are not 
qualified to teach, I am certain.” 

Yes I am, you rude girl ! Father and mother were 
excessively proud of my playing, and singing. I had 
a French nurse, when I was a small child, and I can 
jabber away with the best. 1 won't say my French 
is Parisian, but it’s quite intelligible ! I'm very fond of 
needlework, and am not ashamed to wear the hats, 
I trim myself.” 

“ French and millinery, are all very well; I shouldn’t 
have thought teaching was at all in your line,” said 
Rachel. 

“ You will see! we colonials are uncommonly smart 
and adaptable—I’m aware that self-praise is no praise. 
Please remember that I am now the governess in 
embryo, and you are a young lady from Melbourne! 
Promise me not to undeceive our fellow passengers.” 

“ Oh, I don't mind them, —there’s not much harm in 
a little joke, as far as they are concerned,—but the 
other scheme, is entirely diiferent. Different, difficult, 
and dangerous. I'll never take part in that.” 

“ Tea, young ladies ! ” said a merry voice outside the 
door, and a head of frizzy hair, and a pair of bright 
eyes were introduced round the curtain. 

“ Now remember it’s all settled,” said Helen, squeezing 
her friend’s hand. “ I am going to talk about children, 
and lessons, and India. I intend to practise my part 
at once. In future,” pausing with her hand on the 
door handle, and looking back at her companion with 
laughing eyes, ” /, am the poor Miss Browne ! ” 
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CHAPTER III 

A lgernon beaufort browne— the family 

were particular with regard to the final “ E,"— 
was well-born, and well-educated, but a taste for 
speculation on the Turf, and a resulting smash, had 
compelled him to leave the Army, and begin a new 
life under the Southern Cross. 

But “ B.B.” as he was nicknamed, was in the Colony a 
long time, before he “ made good,” or what could reason¬ 
ably be called “ a start.” He tried his luck in the 
goldfields, and in the pearl-fisheries; finally he became 
a stock-rider, on a vast ranche, some hundred miles 
from Melbourne. The ranche was owned by a hard¬ 
bitten old Scotchman, named Angus MacGregor; a man 
of very good family, who thirty years previously, 
came out to seek his fortune, and had succeeded ! 
He was hard, dour, thrifty,—rich—but just, and if 

he got an immensity of work out of his employes,_he 

and his wife, put their shoulders to the wheel themselves ! 
His family consisted of a son, and daughter ; and there 
was considerable conversation, and consternation when 
the daughter confessed, that she had fallen in love, with 
the handsome Gentleman stock-rider! She was a 
remarkably pretty girl; every bit as "dour” and 
determined as her parents,—and sooner than have 
the scandal of “a runaway match.” and as Algernon 
Browne,—whose only fault was an empty purse, was 
generally liked, and considered ” a good fellow,” a 
wedding took place in the station parlour, and the 
young couple were endowed with sufficent means, to 
se up a^small home. Just at this propitious time. 
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Algy Browne’s old aunt at Bath,—who had always kept 
a soft corner for the exile—died, and left him ten 
thousand pounds. With this welcome sum, he specu¬ 
lated in land and town plots in the neighbourhood of 
Melbourne ; he also speculated in wool, and in a few years 
became a wealthy man,—owning a fine house at Toorak, 
a charming wife, and one small daughter. Little 
Helen, was brought up with the greatest care ; no trouble 
or expense spared, and by the time she was seventeen, 
was unusually well-informed, and accomplished,— 
perhaps a little old for her age, from being so much in 
the company of her devoted elders. However, she had 
a number of lively young friends, and her mother—a 
MacGregor of MacGregors—and inclined to be reserved, 
and exclusive,—allowed her to join a tennis club, and 
dancing classes. When she was eighteen, she made 
her debut in Melbourne society, and was having, what 
is known as “ a very good time," when an epidemic of 
influenza, which swept through the city, carried off 
both her parents within a week ! Helen, who had herself 
been a victim, felt completely stunned by this double 
calamity. Her Aunt and Uncle MacGregor, came down 
from W'urra Burra, closed the big house at Toorak, and 
carried her home with them. Her uncle had been 
left her guardian, until she came of age—in two years’ 
time. For some months, she felt too much over¬ 
whelmed to care for. or take the smallest interest in 
anything. Although the household at Wurra Burra 
were kind, and sympathetic : there was her busy, 
sharp-spoken, Uncle Angus, Aunt Mitty,—his hand¬ 
some, and capable wife, her two cousins, Jean and 
Elspeth—fine, well-grown girls—magnificent horse¬ 
women, able to turn their hands to anything, from 
making a shirt,—and washing it too! to trimming a 
hat, or driving a team. They also excelled at tennis. 
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There was also her cousin Hector ; a hardy, sunburnt, 
typical colonial ; tirelessly energetic, a marvellous rider 
and shot, quick-tempered, brusque and independent. 
It was not long before he fell in love with his cousin 
Helen , although at first he kept his feelings well in 
the background. He taught her to ride,—as riding is 
understood up country,—and took her long gallops over 
the run, and did his utmost to imbue her, with a taste 
for this wild, free life. From her, he learnt a little of 
town manners, and ideas ; he enjoyed various books she 
lent him, he delighted in her singing, and after some 
" aS actuall y persuaded to learn to dance ! 

But when Helen had been a year upon the run she 
began to weary of its monotonous life ; the blue gum- 
trees, the wattles, the endless masses of sheep the 
complete lack of society,—such as she had been accus¬ 
tomed to, and to long to escape to England, to make 
acquaintance with her father’s people,—or rather 
with his sister, Mrs. Despard, who had sent her such 
sympathetic letters, and pressing invitations to come to 
thorn hurst. But Aunt and Uncle MacGregor did not 

off to F r e „ n ; s s • What did she -ant. running 
off to England ? Why could she not content herself 

to e rin r cousln ? ? a fine healthy life, with splendid horses 
to ride, no hard manual labour—as used to be 

formerly,—and not a few nice, cheery neighbours 
within from thirty to fifty miles. 7 e ‘ snUours ’ 

as ^L H e: g0i t 1 g b< k a 5 headstrong, and obstinate 
as, A,Isa her mother ? D.d they but know it,-she 

Aunt and Uncle MacGregor, were naturally Early 
V ctonan ln their ideas, and ruled their little famill 

to t no Un i < i UeS . tl0ned authorit y ; The two girls, had nex^ 

With Hecto^ ’'t aS ^"nw* ' S at present understood 1 
with Hector, it was different. He went and came 
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much as ho liked, business took him down to Sydney 
or Melbourne, halt a dozen times in the year, and there 
he made his own friends. 

Mr and Mrs. MacGregor, had tacitly agreed, that 
Helen was to marry Hector. “ Why allow such a fine 
fortune to go out of the family ? " the lad was a splendid- 
looking young fellow, where could the girl do better ? 
The riding, and dancing lessons, were encouraged, and 
viewed with complacency and favour. Jean and Elspeth 
too, who were fond of Helen, nourished secret hopes 
and perhaps unconsciously put a certain amount of 
pressure on their cousin. Then all at once Helen 
appeared to rouse herself to the situation ’ She gathered 
the impression, of what was expected from her; 
they all wished to keep her with them, as Hectors 
wife She liked Hector ; she admired his horseman¬ 
ship, his splendid physique, and courage—lus rough 
honesty, but nothing would induce her to marry him . 
Once she had discovered him asleep in the verandah,— 
he was snoring whole-heartedly, with his mouth wide 
open 1 Once, she had seen him in a towering passion 
Hogging an unruly horse. These little pictures dwelt 
painfully in her memory. Hitherto, 'vith extra¬ 
ordinary cleverness, she had staved off his ever- 
dreaded proposal ; but it came at last and was 
repeated ;—for Hector was one of those line > oung 
heroes, who never know when they are beaten . 
Finally there arrived an acute crisis. and scene , 
but the whole weight of the family was powerless to 
move Helen. Much as she liked Hector.-she could 
nevcr marry him. After this plain-spoken pronounce¬ 
ment matters became distinctly uncomfortable and 
strained Hector went from home; and although her 
“and cousins, endeavoured to --nie their usua 
manner, it was a failure ; Helen realized that she \sa 
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under a ban. The situation became intolerable—and as 
a result she had several interviews with her uncle, and 
told him, that she had been sixteen months on the 
run now, and really wanted a change,—and wished to 
go to England. She was so eager, eloquent, and per¬ 
sistent, that she actually carried the day! although her 
uncle said, “ Now mind you, Helen, you are going 
without my sanction ; and I am your guardian. You 
are not your own mistress, for another twelve months, 
but as you are so ‘ set ’ and determined, on your own 
head be it ! I do not approve of this expedition among 
strangers—for strangers they arc —not like us, that you 
have known since you were a bairn ; you might have 
waited till next j'ear, and we'd all have gone home to¬ 
gether ; and had a good time. Your Auntie and I are 
getting up in years, and would like to see our far-away 
kin; but I cannot stir from here just at present. And 
then there’s Elspeth’s marriage that will be coming 
off,—for as no doubt you know, she is going to make 
a match with Archie Campbell.” 

“ Yes, I know,” assented Helen, “ and a very nice 
fellow he is ! ” 

“ However,” resumed her uncle, "as affairs are not 
very comfortable here just now, for any of us—go your 
own gait !—but mind, you are in charge of yourself, 
if ye get into any unpleasantness, during this twelve- 
month, do not fall back on me, or look to me, to get you 
out of scrapes. I will pa}' your passage to Southampton, 
where your aunt will meet you, and I’ll give you a 
hundred and fifty pounds in cash ; for when you go 
to Melbourne, you’ll be wanting an outfit, and cabin 
boxes,—and so on. I’ll take you down, and put you 
on the steamer myself, and all I can say is, —that I 
hope I will never have cause to repent my weakness, 
and your foolishness,—and as I have said already, if 


22 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


ill comes of this venture, ‘ on your own head be it,’ 
and I warn you, if you fall into a pit, ye needn’t look 
to your Uncle Angus, to drag ye out, like a sheep in a 
water-hole ! 

" You may be sure, I won’t have any adventures, ’ 
Uncle," said Helen. " I shall be all right, you will see, 
and when you come home next year,—I shall be 
ready to welcome you, with open arms ! ” 

The parting with her aunt and cousins, was tearful 
and affectionate; her uncle took her down to Mel¬ 
bourne, and saw her on board an Oriental Liner, in 
charge of a friend, a certain Mrs. Cooper, a widowed 
lady who was going to Ceylon, to stay with her son, 
a planter. A chaperon for half the journey ; was better 
than no chaperon at all ! 

Helen found Mrs. Cooper an agreeable companion. 
Upon her invitation, she broke her journey, and dis¬ 
embarked at Colombo, and spent with her, a most 
delightful week. Young Cooper had come down to 
meet his mother, and he escorted them to Kandy, and 
other well-known sights. 

This Eastern life, was a delightful novelty to Helen, 
and she was half-tempted to spend a couple of months 
in Ceylon,—as paying guest with Mrs. Cooper ! How¬ 
ever, with a great effort she resisted, this overpowering 
temptation. 

She and her chaperon were staying at the Galle 
Face Hotel, Colombo, and among the passengers, 
awaiting the next Mail boat, was a solitary, delicate- < 
looking young woman, who had arrived by a Coaster 
from Madras. 

Benevolent Mrs. Cooper spoke to her, and drew her 
into their little coterie, and Helen was rather amused, 
and surprised, to find, that here was another " Miss 
Browne! " They made friends on the strength of their 
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mutual name, and journey,—and agreed to chaperon 
one another on the voyage home. 

Once on board the Calcutta, cut adrift from guardian 
and chaperon, her own lawgiver, and mistress—how 
free and independent, was Miss Helen Browne ! 


CHAPTER IV 

H ELEN played her cards so well, and entered into 
the spirit of her part, with such ability and 
spirit, that her friend was borne along upon the tide of 
her impetuosity, and obliged to pose in an unresisting 
negative fashion, as the Australian heiress! 

“ You are carrying the joke too far, Helen,” she 
remonstrated. ” I heard you telling half a dozen people, 
that you were going to teach a girl of eleven, and asking 
Mrs. Howard, if you could dress on thirty pounds a 
year ? ” 

“ She thinks it a miserable salary,—and so it is,” 
ignoring her friend’s rebuke. " She says, she pays her 
maid forty,—and gives her, her gowns ! ” 

" Well all I can say is, that you will be sorry for 
your folly some day, my dear ; once, you begin to play 
with circumstances, you never know where you will 
end. ‘ Oh, what a tangled web we weave, when once 
we practise to deceive,’ ” she quoted gravely. “ It is 
no use now, for me to declare, that I am sailing under 
false colours,—I accept the situation for your sake. 
I accept attentions not intended for me, I even talk of 
Melbourne, when people introduce that city into our 
conversation,—but I hate myself bitterly all the time ! 
Once we land at Southampton, I warn you, that I 
shall cast off these peacock feathers, and be my own 
homely self—the jackdaw once more 1” 

^ ^ •• m 
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The Calcutta made her way through the Canal, and 
out into the Mediterranean,—which for by no means 
the first time, greatly belied its reputation. 

Instead of being blue, it was of a dirty grey ; instead 
of being smooth, it was exceedingly rough ; there was 
a horrid chopping sea ; then the wind got up in terrific 
force, and under the lee of Cyprus, they came in for 
a stiff gale. A gale, or Levanter, that raged, roared 
and blew, all day, with irresistible violence. 

Rachel prostrate and terrified, lay in her berth,— 
which she had never quitted, since Port Said lighthouse 
had sunk below the horizon. She was weak, and faint, 
and refused all food. Helen tended her with affectionate 
solicitude ; making ludicrous struggles to stand and to 
walk, in spite of the violent lurching of the ship, and 
the semi-darkness of the cabin,—for the headlights 
were on, and the ports were closed ! 

Night came apace, there was a bad sunset; the glass 
fell still more, the sea became mountainous, there was 
thunder, lightning, and torrents of rain. The roaring 
of the wind, the rattling of the thunder, the frightful 
rolling of the ship, was accompanied by continuous 
smashes in the saloon, and pantries. Boxes, chairs and 
even washstands, broke from their fixings, and dashed 
about the cabin. The scene was appalling, the sen¬ 
sation of lurching over, and going down, down, down, 
till one never expected to right again,—was sickening 
in the extreme. 

Helen knelt by her friend’s berth, with one hand 
in hers,—the other holding on convulsively to a brass 
ra il—now and then uttering some soothing little speech, 
or bathing the invalid’s head with a handkerchief 
soaked in eau-de-Cologne. The sole light in the cabin, 
was from a candle in a swinging socket, which swayed 
to and fro, in a manner fearful to witness! The 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 25 

deafening noise overhead, made conversation impossible, 
—even had Rachel been able to reply to her friend’s 
consolation, and words of encouragement.—She lay 
back in her berth, her eyes closed, her lips ash pale. 
She breathed in long-drawn gasps, and held Helen's 
hand, as if in a vice of iron. 

Time went on, and still the storm raged, still Helen 
knelt on the floor cold and stiff, the candle had guttered 
out, and they were in complete darkness. At last, 
overcome by fatigue, she laid her head on the edge of 
the berth, and dozed off into a troubled sleep. From 
this, she was awoke, by a feeble tugging at her sleeve, 
and instantly roused to her usual alertness. 

“ Are you there, Helen ? ” said a voice so weak, that 
she had to bend her head to the speaker’s lips. “ You 
have been very, very, kind to me—dear Helen. God 
bless you always, and keep you ; do not deceive your 
friends ... a long pause. “ I want you to promise 
me one thing,”—bringing out the words with difficulty 
beware of him ; do not let him find Freddy, promise 
me this,—swear to me.” 

" I promise you anything, Rachel, if you will only 
keep perfectly quiet. The wind is really going down,— 
we are not rolling nearly as much as we were,” said 
Helen soothingly,—fully impressed with the idea that 
her fnend was rambling in her mind. Again, there was 
a long silence, broken only by the sound of seas crashing 
violently on the deck overhead, and the creaking, and 
straining, of the labouring ship. 

When Helen next awoke, daylight cold and grey, was 
stealing into the cabin ; the floor was strewn with 
dresses, boxes, books, pillows,—she turned her eyes 
on her companion, who still retained her hand in a 
grasp of ice, her eyes were wide open, fixed and glassy 
her features were rigid ... she wa^ dead ! 
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CHAPTER V 

'"pHE following afternoon the wind had somewhat 
x abated, the sea had subsided, and a funeral 
took place. The remains of Rachel Brown were 
enclosed in a coffin knocked together, by the ship’s 
carpenter ; very beautiful she looked in death, with 
her hands crossed on her breast; her face had a repose 
and tranquillity it had lacked in life. Many of the 
ladies on board visited the cabin of death, and more 
than one tear, was dropped over that marble-like form. 

At four o'clock in the afternoon, the engines stopped, 
a bell tolled, most of the crew and passengers assembled 
in the gangway, whilst the Captain read the service 
for the burial of the dead, over the coffin which lay 
at his feet, covered by a Union Jack. At the words 
" We therefore commit her body to the deep," the flag 
was swept aside, and all that was mortal of Rachel 
Brown, disappeared from human eye, with one sullen 
splash. 

Helen felt the sudden death of her friend most 
acutely, she was completely prostrated for several 
days, and did not appear among her fellow-passengers, 
until they were steaming slowly out of Malta Harbour, 
then she came up shivering, wrapped in a thick woollen 
shawl, and seated herself outside a circle of ladies,— 
who eagerly made room for her, and were all anxious 
to hear her version of the late melancholy occurrence. 

" How aivftd for you, to be alone with her all night ;— 
and she quite dead," said one, laying down her knitting, 
and addressing herself to Helen. “ The doctor said, 
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she was dead at least two hours, before you called. 
It was heart disease ; she always looked very delicate.— 
I don’t suppose she could have lived six months.” 

" I wonder who’ll get all her money ? ” inquired 
another, with an air of interest. 

“ Her money ! ” repeated Helen, in a low voice. 

" Why, did you not know that she had thousands a 
year ? She was an Australian heiress.” 

“ Probably her father was a convict,” supplemented 
a faded-looking little woman, with sandy hair. 

“ The Captain went through her letters, wrote 
home to her people,—and posted the news to-day,” 
said the first speaker, ” and he has put seals on all 
her things.” 

Helen's heart gave a sudden plunge, as she began 
to realize^the truth ; she was now to all intents and 
purposes the poor Miss Browne.” The heiress was 
dead! What would it avail her to declare, that the 
whole affair, had been a little friendly plot; just a joke, 
to while away the monotonous days on board ship! 
Who would believe her ? 


She hastened down to her former cabin ; all Rachel’s 
things were in their places, intact, untouched ! but 
hers had been removed; her dressing-case, overland 
trunk, containing letters of credit, a copy of her father’s 
wiU, photographs, letters, jewellery,—every means of 
identification had disappeared. Fortunately, she still 
possessed a little chamois leather bag containing a 
considerable sum of money,—but what was she to 
ao . To tell the Captain the truth ? how could she 
prove her words ? She sat down on the empty berth, 
and thought over the whole matter with might, and 
main If she were to go to the Captain, and say " I am 

the heiress. I ve been deceiving you all the time_it 

was only a joke,” he would naturally reply: 
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No, no ! young lady, you would like to step into 
the dead girl's shoes, you would like to be the rich 
Miss Browne ; but you have mistaken your man,—I 
am not a fool ! You told me yourself, that you were 
going out as a governess, and you must stick to your 
character ! 

Her ticket from Melbourne; if she even had that! 
but all her papers were naturally in her dispatch- 
box ;—and they were sealed! There was nothing for 
it, but patience, and if the worst came to the worst, 
she must only accept the fate she was once so eager 
to secure, and take up the situation as her aunt’s 
governess ! 

“ You here, Miss Browne,” said the portly stewardess, 
walking into the cabin. ” Ah ! it was a terrible shock 
for you, and you will miss her sorely. She was a nice 
quiet young lady, and never gave an atom of trouble, 
poor dear ; she made a lovely corpse, ay, and she had 
her sorrows, sure enough ; if you ask me,—I don't 
think she was a miss at all,” she added mysteriously. 

" What do you mean ? ” demanded Helen. 

" I just mean this," replied the stewardess, diving 
into her pocket, and fishing out a fat purse with a brass 
snap. " See here.” dangling a thin chain before 
Helen’s eyes. “ Do you see this ? ” holding out some 
object between her finger and thumb—” I found the 
chain around her neck, with a wedding ring fastened 

to it.” 

Helen took it into her hand, and turned it over with 
a face of blank amazement. There was no doubt about 
it, it was a wedding ring ! 
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CHAPTER VI 

H ELEN found no one to meet her, when she landed 
at Southampton ; she made her way up to 
London one miserably cold morning, in December. 
Mrs. Hancock, a fellow-passenger, had taken her under 
her wing, and together, they drove to a quiet family 
hotel; and having selected a bedroom, and seen her 
two modest boxes safely installed, Helen ordered herself, 
—that favourite beverage with all the sex—a cup of 
tea. As she sipped and sipped, she tried to devise 
some fixed plan of action, and after due consideration, 
came to the conclusion that she would sally forth, 
and buy some clothes,—for her heart recoiled from 
the dead girl’s dresses,—then, she would call on her 
late father’s solicitors, state the true facts of the case, 
and leave it for them, to get her out of her difficulty, 
as best they might ! 

Next morning, after an early breakfast, accompanied 
by Mrs. Hancock (as guide and counsellor), she started 
for Oxford and Regent Streets, and made purchases 
on quite a large scale,—a scale more befitting the 
Australian heiress, than the purse of a needy governess! 
She invested in a superb fur coat,—price forty guineas,— 
for she felt the cold most acutely,—a tailor-made, a 
black evening gown of French pattern; she had 
the good luck to be what is called—“ a stock size.” 
She also purchased a hat, muff, umbrella, and an assort¬ 
ment of dainty boots and gloves, in short she made a 
serious hole in her little capital of a hundred and twenty 
pounds. Greatly delighted with her morning’s work, 
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Helen drove to the office of her solicitors, Messrs. Sharp 
and Smart, and asked to see the principal of the firm. 
Up shallow stone stairs and along vaulted passages, she 
was ushered into his presence, by an offhand guide, and 
found an ill-tempered, not to say disagreeable looking 
little old man, seated before a roll-top desk, writing letters 
on very blue paper. His appearance and greeting, 
chilled the very marrow of her bones. Here, would 
be no kind, fatherly sympathizer, with her folly, but 
a stern and merciless judge. Briefly and tremblingly 
she stated her case, without one single remark being 
made by Mr. Sharp ; and when she had finished 
an ominous silence ensued, lasting quite for three 
minutes. 

“ A very pretty story indeed ! " said his harsh voice 
suddenly, “ it does your imagination the highest credit ; 
but it won't answer here,—I have no time for fiction. 
Your fellow-passenger, the wealthy Miss Browne is dead, 
you the other Miss Browne, see no reason why you 
should not step into her shoes ! If you have nothing 
else,—you have an uncommon amount of assurance, 
to say the least of it.” 

“ But indeed, I really and truly am Helen Browne,” 
faltered his miserable client on the verge of tears. 

“ Prove it ? ” he replied irritably. " Prove it ? 
prove it ? 

” I can't,” she stammered, ” all my boxes are in the 
Captain's care,—and sealed up as her property.” 

" Quite so, considering that they were her property. 
If yours,—why did you not remonstrate ? why did you 
allow your belongings to be appropriated ? You must 
be insane, to come to me, with such a cock and a bull 
story, my good girl. Come, I have no leisure for 
listening to romances,—I never had a taste that way, 
any time.” 
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“ But people in Melbourne can swear to me,—I’m 
well known out there,” urged Helen, pertinaciously. 
“ I can give you their names.” 

” Bring home your witnesses, and we’ll see about 
it,” said Mr. Sharp, with an unpleasant smile, taking 
up his pen, and preparing to resume his labours. 

“ I have no money, how can I bring them home ? ” 
urged Helen in despair. " Oh ! what am I to do ? ” 
she added half to herself ! 

“ Go and take up your situation, and forget this 
preposterous idea of yours, that is my advice gratis,” 
said Mr. Sharp, dismissing her with a wave of his hand. 

There was nothing for it but to depart, and Helen 
withdrew from the office in a kind of stupor, got into 
her cab almost mechanically, and was driven back to 
the hotel. 


' What was she to do ? ” she asked herself, as she 
paced her room from end to end. She had just ten 
sovereigns in her purse, she had a hotel bill to pay, 
and her railway fare; she had decided to go to Thorn- 
hurst, it seemed the only course open to her. She 
must accept the role of governess,—at any rate for the 
present. After all it served her right, she couldn’t help 
thinking, as she sat down, and wrote a note to her aunt 
announcing her arrival. 

Her story would be deemed incredible everywhere, 

she could not prove her identity for at least three 

months; meanwhile she couldn’t starve ! so a letter 

was dispatched to Thomhurst by the night’s post, 

orming Mrs. Despard that her new governess awaited 

her pleasure at Baker’s Family Hotel, in Bloomsbury. 

n two days, a freezing missive arrived in reply, Miss 

h ° f was , to *° se no more time, but to start for 

at Thl Ua l! 0n . by the afternoon tr ain, and would be met 
at I homhurst station in due course 
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Helen had already written a long letter of confession 
to her uncle Angus MacGregor, and implored him to 
write or cable to Smart and Sharp, and release her 
from the dilemma into which she had been landed, by 
her own folly. 

Very speedily Helen made all arrangements for 
her journey, packed up her new wardrobe, paid her 
bill, and took her departure. The day was bitterly 
cold, as she glided out of Victoria station, the sole 
occupant of a second-class carriage. The fur coat 
was indeed a joy ! Two hours’ travelling and two 
changes, brought her to the small station of Kings- 
ford in Kent ; the nearest to her destination. The 
platform was empty save for one solitary porter ; she 
alighted and looked about in vain expectation of seeing 
someone who had come to meet her ? but there was not 
a single creature in sight ; and presently the train 
moved on, leaving her and her luggage, unclaimed. She 
went into the waiting-room, and endeavoured to warm 
her frozen feet upon the fender, in front of a miserable 
fire. After a considerable time, a rough-looking 
countryman appeared in the doorway, and said : 

“ Be you the voung woman for Thornhurst,—Miss 
Browne ? ” 

An eager nod was Helen’s reply. 

“ Then come along. I’m the farm bailiff, and I have 
a dog-cart here; the mistress bid me say, she couldn’t 
send the carriage, as the horses had just been clipped 
and she was afraid of them standing in the cold.'’ 

Five minutes later, Helen and her boxes were hoisted 
into the dog-cart, and the stout unkempt-looking animal 
between the shafts, was bowling them along at a very 
liberal pace,—his head being set homeward. The driver 
impressed by his companion’s appearance, her low voice 
and her magnificent fur coat, was now deferentially 
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attentive ; giving his fair charge the whole rug to herself, 
and pointing out as they went along, every place of 
note. 

“ That’s Foxford, with the two towers, over there 
among the trees ! Miss Fox is the great heiress in 
these parts, has as good as the Bank of England at 
her back,—her father was a Bill-broker.” 

'* I'm afraid I don’t know what thatjis,” said Helen 
simply. 

“ Well for you, that never heard of him,” returned 
her Jehu, “ but I’m told you come from foreign parts,” 
he added compassionately, ” you are Miss Lulu’s foreign 
governess,—all the way from India.” 

To this Helen made no reply, and he continued, 
“ The Lord help you, but you will have a handful with 
her! She’s nearly been the death of five already. 
She is the most incorrigible, mischievous, impudent-” 

“ Do you live at Thornhurst ? ” interrupted Helen, 
whose heart sank at this description of her young 
charge; but who wished to restrain her companion's 
confidences. 

“ 1 do, so man and boy, matter of fifty year ! I’m 
Tom Toke, the bailiff. The Squire, he farms a goodish 
bit himself, and keeps stall feds, and young cattle; so 
our hands are generally pretty full! My father was 
bailiff at Cardew, and I was bom there, so we be always 

somehow in the family,” he added with considerable 
pride. 

“ And where is Cardew ? ” inquired Helen, more 
from pohtcncss than from any real desire for information. 
, ... 1 d show it you, when we come to the rise of this 
full. It was the finest property in the county, till Sir 
Kupert s father made ducks and drakes of it ■ ay he 
were a wild one, he were ! ” he added giving his horse 
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“ And who is Sir Rupert ? ” asked Helen indifferently. 
He is the master's nephew, his only sister’s son. 
He lives mostly abroad, and he can’t afford to keep 
up the place, and he won’t hear of letting it, beyond 
the outlying farms, and the shooting. The house and 
grounds he keeps in his own hands, they say that he 
had a big offer to let it on lease to a rich London shop¬ 
keeper, but he wouldn’t; he thinks no end of Cardew, 
and won’t let none but the family, put a foot in it.” 

“ Well I must say I think he is right,” said Helen. 
” Why should he let his family place for half his life¬ 
time, and wander about the world ? ” 

He wanders about enough as it is, he might as well 
have no home,—and he would have the satisfaction of 
the big rent in his pocket, if he was not so shockingly 
proud. He comes home for a couple of months, and 
lives in a couple of rooms, rides over the estate, looks 
into his affairs, and is off again, before you can say 
‘ Jack Robinson ! ’ ” 

“ There it is,” he added suddenly, pointing with his 
whip, to the low-lying country beneath him. “ There 
you see the woods of Cardew, as far as your eye can 
reach ; the house is half hidden behind that long belt 
of trees, the dark red building, with all the chimneys, 
and the moat ! ” 

It was, indeed, a noble, wide-spreading property. 
No wonder its owner preferred a corner under his own 
ancient roof, than to fill his pockets by letting it to a 
wealthy tenant ! 

“ It’s a splendid place, isn’t it, Miss ? ” said Toke 
with ill-disguised pride ; ” there’s hardly another like it, 
between this and London ; such an old-fashioned house, 
they do say, is a great curiosity in these times, and the 
timber is unparalleled,” bringing out the long word, 
with immense triumph. 
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“ But there’s Sir Rupert’s folly again ! he won’t let a 

stick be touched 1 If he was to marry an heiress now ! 

That’s the only hope I can see for him ; sparing and 

saving as he is, he can make but little head amongst the 

mortgages. Ah, but the old gentleman was a fast- 

goer ! Racehorses! hounds! cards! and the deuce 

knows what all besides ! Here we are, this is our road " 

whippmg up his steed, and whirling round the corner. 

W e are modern you see,” pointing to a large white 

building visible through the trees, at one side of the 
lane. 

" th * aa ™ e il ’ s a pretty tidy place, and lots of good 
sound land, lie added complacently. 

£? Ze i d ea ? erly at her *“ture home . which stood 
a shght elevation, and was surrounded by terraces 

statues "^Tho C ? ns,derable amount of white vases, and 
wilh , Thornhurst was a large, uninteresting mansion, 

porch ® r ° WS ° f Wmdows - and a heavy, pillared, 

™ ey -re soon winding up the neatly-kept avenue 

wUh“ five"min ? 5 n°a by dCCP ' weU - shorn banks, and 
hall door mmutes ’ had come ‘° a halt in front of the 

hearty Duli e to d tn Ce n d u d ',‘ eaVily ’ and administered a 
wi resn^deH 1 which after a considerable time 

beeTdUturbe^ ^ ^ °‘ ^ hc bad 

at'^baiMwhrwafln glaring 
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be seen to. Mrs. Despard is in the drorin’-room. Who 
shall I say ? ” he asked condescendingly. 

“ Say Miss Browne,” replied Helen, who stiff, and be¬ 
numbed with cold, had descended with considerable 
difficulty, and was only half way across the hall when 
he Hung open the door and announced her ! She was 
aware of a rustling and a rising in a dim room, a little 

smothered laughter, and a man s voice saying . 

“ Oh no ; I say let’s have her in here ; and have a look 

at her first! ” ,, , 

“ Hush ! ” said another, “ she will hear you, and 

indeed Helen was already on the threshold. 

“ How do you do ? ” asked a thin, frosty tone, and a 

tall, elderly lady rose to receive her, “ you must have had 
a cold drive. I’m afraid. My daughter, Miss Despard 
indicating a young lady seated in a low chair near the 
hre,'—who slightly bowed her head. My son, Mr. 
Adolphus Despard ! ” continued the hostess, and a young 
man who had hitherto been lounging on the sofa, now 
rose,” came forward, and pressing Helen’s hand very 
cordially, stared hard into her face,—but it was almost 
too dark to distinguish one feature from another. 

After a few languid inquiries about Helen s journey, 
Mrs. Despard rang the bell, and shortly afterwards a 
butler and two footmen entered, carrying lamps, and the 
tea equipage ! A table was wheeled before the mistres 
of the house ; covered with an embroidered tea-cloth, 
and a silver tray laden with an exquisite tea-scrvice 
of Crown Derby was laid upon it; wafer-thin bread an 
butter and a cake were added to the repast, and the 
servants silently withdrew. Now that there was Plenty 
of light Helen looked curiously around. 1 he ro 
lof y large, and magnificently furnished, according to he 
.test mode An open piano, was scattered over with 
mus^c various obfets krt, were carelessly arranged 
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on tables, or in cabinets, and everywhere the eye ranged 
was evidence of taste, luxury and money. Helen glanced 
at her aunt, who was pouring out tea, a handsome 
woman with severe dark eyes, a well-cut nose, and a 
firm mouth and jaw; she wore a velvet gown, and the 
strong white hand that held the teapot, was loaded with 
sparkling rings. Blanche had moved a little away from 
the fire, but still leant back in her chair in an attitude 
of luxurious repose. Her book lay face downward on 
her lap, and her eyes were riveted on Helen. She was 
apparently about five-and-twenty years of age, her hair 
was profuse, and of a light sandy colour; her eyes, the 
palest grey. Her nose was insignificant, the one redeem¬ 
ing feature was her mouth,—which came between an 
exceedingly short upper lip, and a very pointed chin ! 
btill with all its advantages, it was a sour, ill-tempered 
mouth, accustomed to saying exceedingly bitter things, 

and many a falsehood, had emerged from those pretty 
little red lips. 

Mr. Adolphus Despard was an only son and heir — 
this appeared to be his profession! He smoked/he 
dressed, he hunted a little, he went to races, and was 
more or less an idle young man about both town—and 
country He was small, fair, and insignificant; always 
immaculately turned out.-he had been heard to say, 
that it was impossible for any fellow to exist without 
th'rty-five pairs of trousers. At present he was reclining 

mnn!;t^ SOfa • CaSy attltude > caressing Ins little 

moustache, and staring at his mother’s governess, with 

all the eye-power at his command. 

She was rippin’! what a surprise! and quite 

mother’s and bl?S * ^ his l mmediate attentions. His 

thev t d S Cr S eyes had not been idJ e either • 

ascertain m f spe f m S their new acquaintance with 

a certain amount of amazement, and dissatisfaction. 

2 t 
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This girl with the pretty profile, and the low voice, was 
by no means what they would have wished for as an 
inmate. Supposing Dolly were to lose his head about 
her ? supposing Rupert were to see her ; supposing all 
manner of abominable things ! Suddenly Helen met 
her aunt’s inquisitorial eye, and coloured painfully. 

“ You are not the least like what I expected. Miss 
Browne,” said Mrs. Despard, with a curious smile, ” you 
are much younger than Mxs. Phillips led me to expect, 

and much more—er—remarkable-looking-” 

“ In short, my mother wishes you to understand, that 
you are a deuced sight too good-looking ! ” put in Dolly, 
with an air of easy frankness. 

“Please don’t mind my son 1” said Mrs. Despard 
sharply. “ By the by, you came home in the Calcutta 
with my late niece, Miss Browne. It was a very sudden 
thing, was it not ? and very sad too,” with a society 

SljrJl j 

" Very sudden indeed,” replied Helen, glancing at 
Mrs. Dcspard’s plum-coloured gown,—not a scrap of 
black, no semblance of mourning. Mrs. Despard was an 
intelligent woman, and readily interpreted that expres¬ 
sive look. . ,. 

“ Poor girl ! you see she had no friends or relations 

in this country but ourselves, so as we wouldn t be hurt¬ 
ing anyone’s feelings—we did not go into black We 
never saw her, you know, and we'd just got all our 
winter things,—it would have been extremely mcon- 

ient 99 

VC “ I wonder who'll come in for her money ? ” said Miss 
Despard, gazing speculatively into the fire. i 
ought to. Mamma," she added with conviction 

“ Did she seem liberal ? Did she speak of us with 
affection on board ship ? ” inquired Dolly with a 

grin. 
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“ Really I’m the last person to give you any informa¬ 
tion on that point/' stammered Helen, stroking her 
muff with nervous fingers. 

“ Perhaps as Miss Browne has had rather a long journey 
she would like to go to her room,” suggested Mrs. 
Despard after a rather long silence. “ Blanche, will 
you take her upstairs,—if you don’t mind ? ” 

Blanche uprooted herself from her chair, with any¬ 
thing but a good grace, and led the way from the room 
with great dignity of demeanour, and up a wide shallow 
staircase, covered with carpets as thick and soft as moss, 
along a corridor, through a swing door, and then up 
another flight of stairs without any carpets at all ! 
finally into a large, bare, very bare, bleak-looking room. 
A small iron bed stood on a carpet island amidst a waste 
of boards, a shabby, rickety wardrobe, occupied a niche 
in the wall, a painted dressing-table, belonging to its 
set, stood between the windows, the fireplace was empty 
no attempt at luxury or comfort was visible, and the 
sole decoration the apartment boasted was Millais' 

well-known picture of ” Bubbles,’’-possible value, 
half-a-crown ! 


This is your room,” said Blanche, waving a candle¬ 
stick around ! (How different to the promised bower 
of white and blue.) ” If you will take off your things, 
I mil introduce you to Lulu and Katie. By the way, did 

sure f ” C ° at m India ? Y ° U never did > 1 am 


,, ^°» I bought it in London two days ago ! ” 

<. n , B S? ht . * in L l ond °n ? you never mean to say 

least.’’ m VC C ° St fifty guineas at the ver Y 


and Em °? Iy i 0 .u Y i , repHed Helen * as she removed it, 
and laid it on the bed. 

Only forty 1 well I must say that a young lady who 
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can afford to give that price for a winter coat, should 
have no need to go out as a governess,” sneered Miss 
Blanche. 

“ I was foolish to buy it. I know that now,” said 
Helen very humbly ; “ but 1 was tempted, I felt the cold 
so fearfully ; 1 thought I could afford it. and afterwards 
discovered my mistake ! ” 

” So I should imagine ! ” assented the other with scorn¬ 
ful conviction. ” I wonder if it would fit me ? ” walking 
over to the bed and proceeding to try it on. ” Yes! 
it's not bad ! I’ll tell you what. Miss Browne, I'll let you 
have five-and-twenly guineas for it, if you like,” said 
Blanche as she eyed herself in the glass, and smoothed 
down the fur, with much complacency. 

Five-and-twenty guineas, for a coat that cost forty 
two days previously ! Here was an offer ! \\ as this 

the girl who was to' have been as her sister ? this mean 
creature, who would trade on the necessities of a poor 
governess ? Never ! 

*• No, thank you ; as I have it I will keep it,” said 
Helen with enforced composure, and a visibly heightened 
colour. 

“ Ah well ! I daresay some day you will be sorry you 
didn't take my offer. It isn’t everyone who will buy a 
second-hand article." handing the coat to its owner, who 
forthwith proceeded to hang it up in the rickety 
wardrobe. 

“ And now,” added Blanche, ‘‘if you are ready, we 
will go down into the schoolroom.” 
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CHAPTER VII 

T HE schoolroom was a bright, cheerful apartment, 
with plenty of light, a cheerful fire, and a well- 
spread tea-table. A fair, pretty, discontented-looking 
girl, was seated before the tray, sipping her tea, and 
reading a novel alternately ; another of about twelve, with 
pert, sharp features, searching little hazel eyes, and a 
wiry mane of bright red hair, was making herself a 
delicious concoction with the aid of cream-jug and sugar- 
basin. Both raised their eyes, as the door opened, and 
Blanche and a stranger came into the room. 

‘‘This is your new governess, Lulu," she said blandly. 
Miss Browne." y 

Bother! I don’t want any more governesses," 
returned she of the ruddy locks, alternately glaring at 
Helen and her sister, but making no effort to rise. 

“ v*- T th n, 1S Ka ? ie ’” proceeded Blanche calmly. 

Katie, I will leave Miss Browne with you now, I daresay 
she will have another cup of tea. An rsvoir ! " and so 
saymg, she went out, shut the door after her,-and 
abandoned Helen Browne to her fate 1 

. you have some tea ? " said Katie, pushing away 

he F, T, k ', and starln S ha rd at her guest. y 

Helen ank ' V ° U ' 1 Sh ° uM Hke S ° me Very murh .” returned 

si,hh Y °i U look , as lf you’d had no dinner!” said Lulu 

of cafe y ' Had SaW ?f, len . hel P herself to a solid piece 

" Well toh t, yOU ; she demanded imperiously. ;.-j 

this Si? be , ho " est wth you, I have not dined ; but 
this will do perfectly well, replied the new governess. 
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“ I say, what a shame ! you’ve had nothing down¬ 
stairs ; just like them ! Kitty, ring the bell ! 

“ Do not mind anything for me,” protested Helen 
hastily, “ I like tea and bread and butter, better than 
anything else.” 

“ Then your tastes are not luxurious,” remarked Katie, 
" and it is well for you. they are not. I suppose you’ve 
seen your room ? ” she asked with significance. 

“ Oh yes,—it is quite all right.” 

“ You came in the dog-cart ! we saw you ; father 
wanted to send the carriage, but mother wouldn’t hear 
of it. I suppose Toke talked your head off,—he is the 
greatest gossip in the parish.” 

“ He didn’t tell me much gossip,—I’m too much of a 
stranger for that.” 

“ By the way, I suppose you saw Dolly ? I mean our 
brother Adolphus,” asked Lulu. 

“ Yes ! ” 

“ 1 wonder which faction you will belong to ? ” con¬ 
tinued Lulu, “the upstairs; or the down; Dolly and 
Blanche ; or Katie and me ? Government or the 
Opposition ?—We are the Opposition.” 

“ To both, I hope,” returned Helen with a smile. 

“ That will be impossible,—there is no coalition ; 
we are fire and water. We are the fire,” pointing to 
herself and sister, with a somewhat sticky finger,—” they 
are the water ; Dad favours us ; the Mater backs them ! 

‘ What a funny child you are! I’m sure you are 
joking,” said Helen, with an incredulous laugh. 

* Half joke, whole earnest,—as you will see.” 

• By the way. Miss Browne, you came home with our 
poor cousin, your namesake,” said Katie, making an 
effort to stem her sister’s confidences. “ Do tell us 
about her ? Did you know her well, was she nice . 

“ Yes, I knew her very well,—but, I would rather not 
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talk about her,” replied Helen, with her eyes on her 
plate, “ it was all so dreadfully sudden,—rather a painful 
subject.” 

" Mother • intended her to have married Dolly!” 
resumed Lulu with eager loquaciousness. ” Now, he will 
have to fall back on Miss Fox.” 

” Miss Fox ! nonsense, he hasn’t a chance against 
Rupert,” rejoined her sister scornfully. 

“ Oh, yes, I know she’s dead nuts on him ; but he won’t 
come up to the scratch, in spite of her thousands,” replied 
this terrible young person ; “ so I expect she will find half 
a loaf in the shape of Dolly,—better than no bread, 
—though Dolly is a rotter.” 

” My dear child, you mustn't talk like this ! ” expostu¬ 
lated Helen. “ Where did you pick up such ideas, and # 
such slang ? ” 

“ Ah, that’s for you to find out ! and you can’t stop 
me if I choose to swear,” declared this hopeful pupil, 
squaring her elbows on the table, and grinning at Helen, 
with an expression of diabolical defiance. “ However, I 
must say, I like the looks of you ; and if your looks don’t 
lie, I shouldn’t be surprised, if you and I, got on 
together quite comfortably.” 

“ If you will give up slang,—we shall get on together 
famously,” replied Helen, with animation. 

Presently the tea-things were removed, and the three 
girls drew round the fire, and Helen noticed for the first 
time, that Katie, with her dainty little figure, her 
delicate, haughty face, was lame,—fearfully lame. 
Apparently there was something wrong with one of her 
hips; she walked with a halt, and by the aid of a gold¬ 
headed cane. Poor Katie, she was always alluded to, 
as Poor Katie.” Perhaps this accounted for her 
distaste for society, and aversion to strangers ; her keen, 
satirical tongue, and her biting sarcasm. Luckily for 
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Helen, she had already found favour in the eyes of her 
future companions ; she was young, and gay, and pretty, 
such a contrast to their former governesses,—very firm, 
and very conscientious. She ruled by kindness, but did 
not show her rule ; guiding and restraining her wild, 
impetuous pupil with the most delicate of hands. In a 
surprisingly short time, she had obtained a wonderful 
influence over Lulu,—who, to the amazement of all, bent 
her stiff neck to the yoke, and persuaded by Miss Browne's 
entreaties and arguments, seriously applied herself to 
her long neglected lessons for four hours every day. 
The afternoons were free, and many agreeable excur¬ 
sions were made by the schoolroom trio, in Katie’s little 
carriage, drawn by a fat piebald pony, called “ Plum 
Pudding." Their favourite ride was over to Cardew, 
about three miles distant. Here they would put up the 
“ Plum Pudding ” and ramble about the house, the 
gardens, or the woods, returning to a substantial tea with 
Mrs. Bunce, the housekeeper,—a portly and good- 
humoured dame, who had grown grey, in the service of 
the Lynns. 

During the spring many were the visits they paid to 
Cardew. Mrs. Despard and her eldest daughter and son 
were in London for the season, and Mr. Despard and the 
young people were left to their own devices,—and were 
by no means disconsolate. 

Mr. Despard was a hale, bluff little gentleman, with 
a sunburnt, clean-shaven face, and snow-white hair, and 
rejoiced in a voice like Boreas himself.—He frequently 
joined the party in the schoolroom, where he seemed to 
be, completely at his ease, and to appreciate all the small 
family jokes; sometimes shaking the very ornaments 
with his roars of laughter. Occasionally they all dined 
with him in the library, and it was plain to Helen, 
that his daughter Katie, cripple, and cynic, was the apple 
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of her father’s eye. Books, painting materials, jcweUeiy 
and costly presents were loaded upon her. after each ot 
his flying visits to the Metropolis. 

****** 

The long letter, which Helen had sent to her relatives 
at Warra Burra immediately on her arrival in London, 
had caused a profound sensation ; but the general feeling 
in the MacGregor family was, that her present dilemma 
served Helen right! it would be a capital lesson for the 
young woman; really more to her advantage, than 
otherwise. There would be, of course, a lot of bother 
with respect to her identification, Angus MacGregoi 
might be compelled to go home, at the busiest time of 
the year; altogether the reply to Helen's epistle, was 
in such a half-hearted vein, the trouble and inconvenience 
of a voyage was so insisted upon ; the hints, as to her 
situation being such a well-deserved punishment for 
playing the fool, so plain and unpalatable, that Helen’s 
pride and temper was roused. By the time, this letter 
had reached her, she had settled down in her situation, 
and had become sincerely attached to her two younger 
cousins. She therefore sent her uncle a somewhat 
sharp dispatch; saying, that she would not put him to 
any inconvenience, but would remain at Thornhurst 
as her aunt's governess, until December, when she would 
be of age, and they all came over, on their long pro¬ 
jected visit, and could identify her. For although she 
was not in the position she had expected, she was 
living under her aunt's roof, and seeing English life 
from a very useful perspective, and if she were to have 
her real identity revealed, complications would be 
excessively disagreeable. She would, of course, have to 
leave Thornhurst, and where could she install herself ? 
It would be wiser, and more agreeable for everyone, for 
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her to remain in her present position until December.— 
By this letter “ written in haste, and repented at leisure,” 
Helen closed and locked the door of escape, with her 
own hands. 

****** 

Cardew is fitly described in the county guide-book, 
but a few words may be said about it here. It was 
approached by a long avenue, winding in and out through 
a domain of picturesque undulations, and adorned with 
magnificent old trees,—separately, in clumps, or drawn 
up in formal lines,—like files of forest veterans. The 
house, built of dark red brick, nearly brown with age, 
was large and rambling, surrounded on two sides by a 
moat, half covered with water lilies. On the south 
side, its deep mullioned windows looked out upon the 
avenue, and a terraced garden,—with close-set yew 
hedges, and flights of shallow steps, leading down to 
the fountain, and fish-pond. Peacocks still sunned 
themselves on the broad walks, beds of fragrant old- 
fashioned flowers, gave forth their perfume into empti¬ 
ness. The gardens were kept up with the most 
scrupulous care, and were one of the sights of the county. 

The interior of Cardew, was in keeping with its sur¬ 
roundings. Apparently nothing later than the reign of 
Queen Anne, had been added to the furniture. The 
entrance hall was immense,—as large as a ball-room,— 
the walls were covered with old family portraits, pictures 
of short-tailed race-horses, and favourite hunters; 
battered casques, and old coats of armour, were ranged 
about in various niches, and not a few dusty flags and 
standards, depended from the oaken ceiling. The 
geography of the mansion was most intricate. There 
were the state apartments, the dining-room, white 
drawing-room, and library all on the ground floor. 
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Upstairs, there were the north and soutli wings, devoted 
to vast bedrooms, winding passages, cupboards and 
nurseries, and powder closets. The celebrated picture 
gallery occupied the whole of the west wing, and con¬ 
tained some valuable paintings and family portraits, 
by Vandyke, Gainsborough, and Romney. The Lynns 
mustered in great force; and good looks had certainly 
been their portion in no small degree. Soldiers there 
were in numbers, beauties with doves on their fingers, 
beauties very much unadorned, and beauties in powder 
and hoop. This gallery was the favourite haunt of the 
visitors from Thornhurst. They knew the history of 
almost every portrait; and each had her special aversion, 
and her particular favourite. They would sit in the 
deep mullioned window, overlooking the moat at the end 
of the gallery, and warmly argue the merits, and 
demerits of their choice. 

Katie was in favour of a stem, elderly, but striking- 
looking man with a pointed beard and a ruff. 

“ He looks as if he had brains,” she declared ; “ he was 
Admiral John Lynn, who helped to chase the Spanish 
Armada in the time of Queen Elizabeth.” 

" Fancy going to sea in a lace ruff! ” said Lulu con¬ 
temptuously ; “ he is a regular old fogy, and not to be 
compared to my man, in the splendid uniform of the 
Musketeers.” 

“ Horrid renegade, why did he serve in a foreign army ? 
I should be ashamed to own him,” said Katie, with a 
decisive thump of her stick. “ His picture should be 
burnt.” 

“ I daresay he found the times were out of joint at 
home,” said Helen; “ but I wonder neither of you have 
chosen that cavalier over there ; the one with the crimson 
scarf and his hand on his sword ! ” 

“ Sir Everard 1 Oh, is that your taste ? then you will 
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admire Rupert, for he is the very image of that ancestor, 
he has the same shaped face, the same dark eyes, and is 
every hit as good-looking,” said Katie impressively. 

“ There was a horrid story about him, though ; they 
say that he discovered his wife was concealing someone 
in one of the old priests’ holes in the house, that he 
found a man’s glove in her bedroom ! and killed her 
in his rage ! Flung her out of one of these windows 
into the moat, and when afterwards it came out, that 
the man in hiding, was her Roundhead brother, he shot 
himself in an agony of remorse,” said Lulu, quoting 
verbatim from Mrs. Bunco's oft-told tale. 

“ It is also said, that they both ‘ walk,' ” continued 
Katie with deep gravity. ” On moonlight nights, they 
are to be met with in this very gallery ; she, protesting 
on her knees, and he beside himself with jealous fury. 
That is her over there, with the satin petticoat and smil 
ing face. Poor soul ! she little dreamt of the fate that 
was in store for her. Fancy her shrieking, and clinging 
to the window-sill.” 

“ Well ! no one could believe anything bad of him, to 
judge by his Jace," said Helen, rising, and surveying the 
picture, with steady scrutiny. 

“ Do you remark, how the eyes follow you every¬ 
where ? From whatever point you look at him,—he is 
staring at you,” said Lulu. 

“That is a sign of a well-painted portrait,” remarked 
Katie sententiously; “ there is nothing supernatural 
in that ! Dear me ! how long the evenings are getting, 
I feel as if it were tea-time. I wonder if old Bunce has had 
any strawberries picked ? Supposing we forget all these 
musty old people, and adjourn downstairs ! ” 

And notwithstanding her little tapping stick, and 
painful limp, she led the way out of the gallery, at a 

rapid pace. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

“ T CALL it a beastly shame! a mouldy, putrid, 

JL shame ! ” said Lulu, hurrying into the schoolroom, 
banging the door after her, and addressing her audience, 
in a loud aggrieved voice. 

“ Oh, shame ! shame yourself,” said Helen, looking 
up from painting a bunch of wild flowers, that she and 
Katie were copying in friendly competition. " What 
hideous expressions.” 

“ Well! what is it now ? " asked Katie, as she washed 
out her brush. 

“ You know the fancy ball next week ? ” said Lulu, 
declaiming dramatically with both hands. 

“ Are we deaf, and dumb, and blind ? ” retorted her 
sister sarcastically. ” Have we heard of anything else 
for the last month ? Have not our brains been ran¬ 
sacked for suitable characters ? Have not our history 
books,—ancient and modern—made the round of the 
parish ? Are we not heartily sick of the whole affair ? ” 

“Well then, what do you think ? ” continued Lulu, 
resting her elbows on the table, and gazing impressively 
at the two girls. “ Dolly and Blanche have persuaded 
the Mater, to put up a lot of people for the great event,— 
and our rooms are wanted-” 

" And we are to sleep out in the garden ? ” interrupted 
Katie with a laugh. " What a delightful novelty ! ” 
No, no, no ! Mrs. Bunce is to have the honour of 
our company ; we are to be colonized at Cardew for two 

days and two nights ! Pray what do you think of 
that ? ’ 
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I think it is a splendid idea ; and I haven’t the 
smallest objection,” replied Katie, after a moment’s 
reflection, " it will be a nice little change, and we will be 
well out of all the fuss.” 

“ But I do, so want to see the dresses,” grumbled 
Lulu ! 

Nonsense,” rejoined her sister, “ you know there are 
wardrobes full of old clothes at Cardew, and we will 
dress you up to your heart’s content.” 

“ But the Middletons, and the Vanes, and the Dash- 
woods are coming,” whined Lulu, still unconsoled. 

” And if they are, I’m sure I don’t want to see them,” 
said her sister; ” we shall have far the best of it at 
Cardew. Plenty of time for making exhaustive searches, 
hunting up the priests' holes, and meeting the ghosts. 
It's a golden opportunity, so cheer up ! cheer up ! ” 

” I won’t sleep by myself, that's certain,” declared 
Lulu defiantly. 

” Well, if you’re a good girl, you shall sleep with me, 
so there is something to look forward to ! ” said Helen, 
looking up with a smile. ” And now, my poor broken¬ 
hearted Lulu, it is time for you to learn your lessons ! ” 

The great day dawned at last, the date of the Duchess 
of Dorchester’s Fancy Dress Ball, and early in the 
afternoon, the “ Plum Pudding ” had conveyed the 
young people over to Cardew—a motor followed with 
luggage and maid—where they took possession of two 
large bedrooms, opening into each other, and made 
themselves thoroughly at home. The trio had tea in 
Sir Rupert’s especial apartment, “the little library,” a 
sunny room, with wide bay windows facing south, lined 
with low book-cases, and furnished with severe 
simplicity. There was a writing-table, a round gate 
table, a couple of old leather chairs, a few rare prints, lots 
of pipes over the chimney-piece, and an assortment of 
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swords and daggers bristling in stars on the walls; 
tiger and bear-skins strewn about the floor,—essentially 
a man’s sanctum ! 

After tea they lounged about the terrace, and fed the 
peacocks, and then, oh sudden happy thought ! hurried 
upstairs, and routed among the old wardrobes and 
bureaus, for the dresses, and decorations of a bygone age. 

“ They would all dress up for supper,” this was 
Katie’s idea, and it was carried out with enthusiasm, 
in spite of Helen’s remonstrance, that “ she could not 
think of wearing the garments of Sir Rupert’s ancestors, 
—would not dream of taking such a liberty ! ” 

“ Ridiculous nonsense ! ” cried Katie, who was stand¬ 
ing amid a heap of old brocades, with a pair of high- 
heeled slippers in her hand. “ Rupert allows us to do 
exactly as we please with all the old rubbish ! We had 
a lot over at home for our charades, there’s enough here 
to dress the whole county ; come, do be quick, and make 
your choice ! For goodness’ sake look at Lulu—in the 
brocade, with pink and blue roses the size of cauli¬ 
flowers ”—pointing to her sister, who by means of flour, 
cork, and paint, w'as rapidly transforming herself into 
a lady of the last century but one,—and intensely 
interested in her own reflection. " I shall have this 
browm and gold, with the red petticoat,—and what is 
your choice ? ” 

“ Oh, if I must, I must! ” said Helen. “ I think 
this white satin body and train, over the canary-colour 
petticoat, these funny little shoes, and that bit of old 
lace, will just complete my costume ; no one is to look 
at anyone, till we are all dressed ! Lulu—I’ve not seen 
you ! We meet at supper, is not that the bargain ? ” 
and Helen gathered up her finery, and quitted the 

apartment. 

Half an hour later, she made her appearance down- 
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stairs, walking very slowly into the room, with her train 
over her arm. She made a deep reverence to the two 
sisters, whose exclamations of surprise and delight, were 
warmly echoed by Mrs. Bunce ; who loudly assured Helen 
that she was for all the world like one of the pictures in 
the gallery come down out of its frame! Certainly it 
would have been difficult to find anything prettier to 
contemplate, than Miss Helen Browne. She wore a low 
white satin bodice, rounded on her shoulders and 
finished off with a little lace ficlm. The elbow sleeves 
were also garnished with deep ruffles to match, a long 
sweeping train was draped over a bright yellow petti¬ 
coat, which revealed the daintiest little feet in yellow 
silk stockings, and yellow, very pointed shoes. Her hair 
was pulled low over her forehead, to imitate the style 
of coiffure of the time of Charles I. A band of velvet 
round her wrists and throat, and a bunch of crimson 
flowers in her bodice, completed the costume. 

When supper was over, the three girls played cards ; 
then they rummaged among the book-shelves, and 
finally about bedtime began to tell ghost stories. Katie 
appeared to have any number at her finger-ends, each 
more grisly, and bloodcurdling than the last,—and she 
told them well. Meanwhile Lulu sat by, a transfixed 
listener, with staring eyes, open mouth, and a face 
expressive of the liveliest apprehension ; but Helen 
laughed every story to scorn, suggested lobster suppers, 
nightmare, sleep-walking, robbers, in short, everything 
but the supernatural ! Katie and Lulu being both 
steadfast believers, were not to be laughed at with 
impunity ; they became argumentative, hotly indignant, 

“ Yes, it is all very well to talk, said Katie, with 
lofty scorn, “ one is courageous enough in company, 
and in a well-lighted room, but if you have the courage 
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of your opinions. Miss Browne, show it! I challenge you 
to go alone, and without a light, to the far end of the 
picture-gallery, and bring me a fan which I left in the 
window-seat ! Come now ! and she rapped the 
floor with her cane. 

" Why not ? I accept your challenge with pleasure," 
said Helen, standing up and pushing back her chair ; 
“ if I meet any ghosts, I will give them your love." 

As she reached the door, she turned and lightly 
kissed the tips of her fingers to the two girls, and said 
in a sepulchral voice : 


“ Fare thee well, and if for ever, 

Still for ever,—fare thee well ! ” 

It was a bright moonlight night, and about half¬ 
past twelve o’clock, as she sped upstairs, flew along 
the empty corridors, and clattered down the steps 
leading to the picture gallery. Patter! patter! 
patter! went her little high-heeled shoes, all along 
the polished floor, between the two rows of staring 
pictures,—some of which were in bright light,—and 
some in shadow. 

“ It is certainly rather creepy,” she said to herself, 
“ and what a dreadful noise my shoes make, in the 
still oppressive silence! ” Her hand was already 
stretched out to snatch her prize, when it suddenly 
dawned upon her highly-strung nerves, that someone 
was standing in the embrasure of the window ! A 
man, with folded arms and a dark resolute face ; a 
man wearing a steel cuirass, and a crimson sash,—in 
short, one of the pictures 1 Sir Everard himself 1 
Her heart actually stopped beating for a second,—and 
then resumed its function in loud audible thumps. 
Still stretching out her hand to snatch the fan, she was 
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about to turn, and flee, but was held fast ; a grip of 
iron encircled her wrist, and the figure spoke ! 

“ So we have met at last, madam ! ” it said with 
slow distinctness ! 

Helen, trembling like a reed shaken in the wind, 
was unable to articulate a syllable ! 

“ Whether in the body, or the spirit,—you do not 
stir from here till you’ve made known your name, and 
errand ! 

Release me ! ” panted Helen, “ let me go,” vainly 
struggling to free her hand, “ whoever you are you've 
no right to hold me.—I command you to—to—to 
release me.” 

“ I will let you go on one condition, my pretty, 
trembling, little ghost.” said the cavalier, gazing down 
into her face of agonized horror, “ whoever you are, 
you must give me a kiss,” drawing her nearer to him. 

She looked at him paralysed with fear. Yes, he 
was the very selfsame Sir Everard, who was said to 
walk in the gallery,—even to the smallest details of 
his dress. There could be no possible mistake ! As 
she gazed at him, with eyes nearly glazed with horror, 
he stooped forward with a smile, and pressed her lips, 
with his dark moustache.—Strange to say, there was 
nothing cold or ghostly about this warm salute. 

“ Now you may go,” he announced pith a gesture of 
farewell,—and she needed no second bidding. 

Three minutes later Helen burst into the library, as 
if a legion of spectres were in hot pursuit; gasping for 
breath, and white as her gown, she cast herself into 
a chair, and holding her hand to her heart, exclaimed : 

“ I’ve seen him ! ” 

“ Seen whom ? ” cried the two girls in the same 
breath. 

“ Seen Sir Everard himself.—He was at the end 
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of the long gallery ; just as I* was reaching out for 
the fan, he seized me by the wrist, oh ! it has nearly 
killed me ! Look,” she screamed, “ there he is again ! ” 
and at that moment, the opposite door opened, and 
the cavalier walked into the room. 

" Rupert! ” exclaimed his cousins, rushing at him, 
“who would have expected to see you here to-night, 
and in fancy dress too,—where on earth did you drop 
from ? ” 

“ I have come straight from the ball,—I had enough 
of it! I can’t understand, how fellows long ago could 
stand these clothes,—this cuirass weighs a ton ! My 
aunt told me that you were all here,—you ought to 
have been in your beds hours ago ! ” 

“ Oh then, so it was you who have just given Miss 
Browne such an awful fright,” said Lulu, moving aside, 
and pointing to where Helen sat, still white, and 
shattered. 

“ Pardon me, it was just the other way about,” he 
protested, bowing in her direction. ” I was crossing 
the gallery to go to my own room, when I heard the 
patter patter of high-heeled shoes, coming down the 
gallery, and I beheld the white ghost lady, running 
towards me with the utmost speed I I give you my 
word, I nearly fainted! However, I am profoundly 
relieved to find that my terrors had no foundation, and 
that the murdered lady, is flesh and blood ! May I 
have the honour of an introduction, in the form of a 
fellow mortal ? ” he added, looking at Katie. “ Please 
assure your friend, that I am a solid fact.” 

“ Miss Browne, our governess, Sir Rupert Lynn.” 

Helen made a very faint inclination of her head, she 
was recovering her self-control, but she was not pre¬ 
pared to forgive Sir Rupert for the awful fright, she 
had experienced. Her heart was still thumping,— 
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and then the kiss he had dared to take ! At the mere 
recollection of that very real salute,—the blood mounted 
to her pale cheeks. 

Sir Rupert gazed in incredulous amazement, and 
then said in his pleasant voice : “ I hope you will 

forgive me, Miss Browne, for the fright I must have 
given you,—I assure you that it was wholly uninten¬ 
tional.” As he spoke he laid aside his broad-leafed 
Cavalier hat, and took a chair beside her. 

It was partly our fault,” announced Katie, “ we 
dressed up this evening for fun, and ransacked all the 
old wardrobes upstairs, and then from family pictures, 
we got to talking about ghosts, and Helen declared 
that she did not believe in them ! We had a heated 
argument, and the end of it was, that we dared 
her to go up to the end of the picture gallery, and 
fetch a fan. She accepted the challenge, and with 
the result you behold ! ”—pointing at her friend, who 
lay back in an arm-chair, and still looked ghastly white, 
and more or less upset. 

“ I assure you I'm awfully sorry, Miss Browne,” 
said her host, looking her straight in the face, with his 
handsome dark eyes. " At first I thought you were 
a ghost; and I was determined to make you ‘ stand 
and deliver ! ' Then when I realized that you were 
mortal, I imagined you to be some strange girl, who 
was playing a trick on me,—and I felt bound to pay 
you out. Will you forgive me ? 

“ I cannot forgive you altogether," said Helen with 
crimson cheeks and downcast eyes. 

“ What nonsense, Helen ! he only gave you a little 
fright ! How funny that you should meet in such 
a way ! masquerading in fancy dress and in characters, 
—that are supposed to perform in the picture 
gallery ! 
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“ Young ladies,” exclaimed Mrs. Bunce, opening 
the door, and speaking in a horrified voice, "is it 
possible, that you are not in your beds hours ago; 
whatever are you doing sitting up like this ? I have 
| been so busy getting Sir Rupert’s room aired, that I 
' forgot all about you, till I saw the light under the 
door, and heard the talking ! ” 

“ I’ve been the means of giving Miss Browne a terrible 
fright,” said Sir Rupert, “ she must have sorpe wine, 
Mrs. Bunce ! A glass of that old Madeira.”—Helen 
made a hasty gesture of dissent, and endeavoured to 
rise.—" Indeed we would all be the better for a little 
supper. Do you think, you can forage anything out 
for us from the larder ? ” 

I “Well, Sir Rupert, I’ll see what I can do. There’s 
j cold chicken, and a fruit tart, but I’m sure late 
suppers, and these hours, are not the thing for Miss 
| Lulu.” 

“ Nonsense, Mrs. Bunce! late supper and late hours 
l will just suit me down to the ground, and I'll come 

\ and help you to carry up the things. I expect our 

maid Martin is in her first sleep ! ” said Lulu, bounding 
I out of the room like a young kangaroo. 

"Now, Rupert, tell me how you came here? where 
you came from? and what you have been doing? ” 
said Katie, leaning back in her chair, and imperiously 
gazing at her cousin. 

“ How I came here, is your first question ! I came in 

| a motor, which I hired for the night from the ‘ King’s 

Head, Porchestcr. Where I came from, question 
number two; I came from the Duchess’s ball. I 
only landed at Southampton three days ago, and as 
I had a dress and an invitation. I went to this great 
gathering with some friends from London. I stayed 
an hour, saw all the most wonderful costumes; saw 
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your mother, who was overwhelming in her magni¬ 
ficence, and who, by the by, is going to send for all 
of you to-morrow,—or rather this morning! I’ve 
had a lot of business to do the last few days, and felt 
rather playe'd out, so I decided to come home, and 
turn in ; I was not very keen about dancing ! 

“ Wasn’t Bunce in a fine fluster when you walked 
in ? ” ^ j 

“ Oh, Bunce is used to it,” he answered. " I sent 
most of my baggage home yesterday ; so she had a 
certain amount of warning, but the poor woman, never 
knows from hour to hour, or month to month, when I 
may drop in.” , 

“ Was it a good ball ? ” inquired Katie. 

" Yes, it seemed going off all right; wonderful dresses ! 
a group of North American Indians took my fancy, and 
a bear and his keeper danced together. The bear 
must have had a rotten time, poor devil ! it was awfully 
hot and crowded. I can’t fancy anyone but a maniac, 
going to a ball in a bear skin, and shuffling about on 

all fours.” t i 

“ I suppose Flora Fox was there ? ” 

“ I suppose she was,” he answered, with a smile. 

“ Hullo ! here comes supper at last ! Lulu bearing 
the fruit tart ! I say. Lulu ! you are not going to 
have it all.” 

Miss Browne now rose, and declining wine, supper, 
or any refreshment whatever, took leave of the company 
and retired,—much to everyone's disappointment. 

“Now, Rupert,” said Lulu, drawing her chair up 
close to her cousin with a confidential hitch, “ give me 
a good helping of chicken and the liver anc * some ham, 

and tell us, what you think of her ? ” 

“ jf you are alluding to Miss Browne, I couldn t 
express any opinion on so short an acquaintance, 
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beyond this—that she must be a rather remarkable 
character, to have been your governess for six whole 
months, and still able to retain her situation, and her 
reason l ” 

“ She's not a bit like what you expected to sec, is 
she?” asked Katie. "You had no idea she would 
be so young and pretty, had you ? and she is twice as 
nice as she looks ; up to all sorts of games and jokes, 
but all the same, very competent and strict. She 
keeps Lulu's nose to the grinding stone, I can tell you ! 

“ Grinding stone yourself,” retorted Lulu. " She has 
managed to put a pretty severe bit in your mouth, my 
good Katherine ; you don’t say half the sharp and 
nasty things you used to do ! Don’t you think Miss 
Browne is awfully pretty ? ” said Lulu, turning to her 
cousin with a confidential grin. 

“ I really don’t think we ought to discuss Miss Browne 
in this way,” he answered, “ Let me tell you about 
some of the pretty things I’ve brought you home from 
Constantinople.” 

But all the time Rupert Lynn was saying to himself, 
that Miss Browne was one of the loveliest girls he had 
ever beheld ; and the role of governess was an obvious 
misfit, for a young lady of her age, and distinguished 
appearance. Who could she be ? and where did she 
come from ? 

After an interlude, relating to his presents, a few 
diplomatic questions put him in command of all the 
facts, that his cousins could tell him, respecting the 
stranger. She had come from India, their mother 
had heard of her, through a mutual friend,—she was 
very accomplished and clever, and altogether, and in 
every way, a great find 1 

How different,” said Lulu, " to Miss Meakin, with 
her red nose and pink eyes ! or Mrs. Land, with her 
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long face, and heavy jaws,—looking like an old 
bloodhound ! ” 

“ And how do Miss Browne and Blanche coalesce ? ” 
inquired her cousin with a curious smile. 

“ Oh ! they scarcely ever see each other,” replied 
Katie. “ We stay up in the schoolroom, the usual 
Opposition lot ; and Helen very rarely goes to the 
House of Lords—that is to say, the drawing-room— 
unless there is company, and she is required to play, 
and accompany Blanche. She hasn't had much of 
that lately, as the Mater and Blanche have been in 
London all the spring, and Dolly too ; he was a good 
riddance. He was always prowling about the school¬ 
room or the park, and boring us to death. I don’t 
think Helen likes him,” she added in a burst of 
confidence. 

To this Sir Rupert made no answer, but mentally 
remarked, that he was by no means surprised at the 
intelligence ! 

“ There is two o’clock striking ! Girls, you must go 
to bed,” he added authoritatively. “ I don't know what 
your mother would say to me, if she should hear of 
this midnight debauch.” 

So, lighting their candles, he politely escorted them 
into their own corridor, and then made his way into 
his far distant apartment. As he walked down the 
long echoing Picture Gallery, he still seemed to see her 
Hying towards him in the moonlight, a high resolve 
imprinted on her beautiful eager face ; she who was 
occupying an unusual share of his thoughts, who 
subsequently appeared to him in more than one 
fantastic dream, ” Miss Browne,” his cousin's governess ! 
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CHAPTER IX 




T HE next morning proved lovely ; it was the 
middle of July, and at nine o’clock the three 
girls came trooping down to breakfast, which was 
laid in the library, close to an open window. A curious 
old tea equipage (veritable Queen Anne), choice cups 
and saucers of delicate Crown Derby, hot cakes, home- 
cured ham, home-made preserves, and fresh eggs, 
graced the board, and were grouped round a centre¬ 
piece, filled with freshly-gathered roses. The host, 
who was an early riser, was sitting half in and half 
out of the open window as the young ladies entered. 
Seen by broad daylight, without his bright cuirass, 
red sash, and Cavalier hat, he was a slight, handsome 
young man, with dark eyes, a dark moustache, and a 
singularly expressive face,—dressed in a light morning 
suit with a bit of jessamine in his buttonhole. He 
immediately sprang up, and greeted his cousins 
cordially, their governess deferentially. As he looked 
into her eyes, he plainly understood that she had by 
no means forgotten their little adventure of the previous 
night. And she too was altered in appearance; instead 
of white satin, she wore a plain muslin morning dress, 
her golden brown locks were brushed away from her 
forehead, and bound into a shining knot, at the back 
of her head. 

Breakfast was by no means as convivial a meal, 
as supper had been ; and in spite of Sir Rupert’s valiant 
endeavour to make conversation general, Miss Browne 
was as cold as the typical iceberg. 
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It was a false position ; a hateful position, their 
staying in this young man’s house, and being enter¬ 
tained by him. Of course it was accidental,—never¬ 
theless it was exceedingly unpleasant, and as to that 
scene in the gallery, it simply would not bear con¬ 
templation ! 

After breakfast, they roamed about the place, 
escorted by Sir Rupert, who paid a visit to the kennels, 
and released his two setters, Dash and Grouse, and was 
nearly thrown down by them in the exuberance of 
their welcome. Then they went to the stables, and 
saw the two famous hunters. Hero and Huzzar, and 
so by gradual degrees, they made their way into the 
grounds and into the garden, and Helen in spite of 
herself was drawn into the conversation, and found 
it impossible to resist the seduction of Sir Rupert’s 
manner ; he was so natural and frank, on such 
brotherly terms with her companions,—how could she 
maintain a stolid sulky silence ? 

It is not always a heavenly summer morning, one 
is not always young and in the company of other young 
people, in a delightful old garden, full of such flowers 
and fruit, that it looked as if it were imported direct 
from Fairyland. They visited the fish-ponds and fed 
the fish, they loitered and dawdled about for nearly 
two hours, and then Katie seating herself on the 
bottom step of a shallow flight, commanded her cousin 
to take Miss Browne to see the haunted tree, as she 
was too tired to walk another step, and Lulu had gone 
into the house for another supply of bread for the 
fish. 

In spite of Helen’s disclaimer “ that it would do 
another time ” and that one tree was much like another, 
she was led away by her host, conducted down the 
steps and along a shady walk, where branching limes 
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interlaced their arms overhead, and almost shut out 
the sunlight. This was called the “ Lovers’ Walk,” 
and surely no pair of lovers, who ever breathed out 
vows of eternal constancy, or paced arm-in-arm beneath 
these old trees, were more goodly to look on, than the 
couple who now came down from the terrace, and 
passed into the cool shadow. They walked in deep 
meditation, for at least three minutes, and at last he 
spoke. 

“ Miss Browne,” he said, glancing at her, " I am glad 
to have a moment with you alone, to ask you to forgive 
me for my little mistake last night ! ” 

To this Miss Browme made no reply. 

“ It was entirely unintentional,” he pleaded. ” I 
hadn’t the remotest idea who you were.” 

“ If you will promise never to speak of it again,” 
broke in Helen, “ I will do my best to—to—to forget 
it. Yes! I will endeavour to forget,” she added 
tremulously. 

^ “ That’s more than I shall do,” he rashly admitted. 

I shall never forget, but if I have your forgiveness, 
I can bear the recollection with fortitude.” 

" Sir Rupert ! ” exclaimed Helen hastily. " Are you 
taking advantage of my position in your aunt’s house, 
to speak to me in a manner you wouldn't dare to do, 
to a girl you might consider your equal ? ” 

You quite mistake me, Miss Browne,” he answered 
quietly. “ I don’t know about the word ‘ dare,’ but I 
certainly would not care, to make the same speech to 
any of the young ladies of my acquaintance, and in my 
opmion, you are their equal in every sense of the w'ord. 
If I have offended you, forgive me!” 

Once again Helen made no reply, and walked on in 
silence. 

Here is the tree,” he said, as they came out of 
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the avenue, and found themselves near a wide-spreading 
and very bright copper beech. 

“ The legend is, that a murder was committed under¬ 
neath this tree, and that from being an ordinary green 
beech, it instantly took the colour of a reddish copper, 
but I cannot vouch for the truth of this statement,” 
he added with a smile. 

” Well, have you made up your mind ? Are you 
going to forgive me ? ” he proceeded. ” Come, Miss 
Browne, I did not think you would be so hard to con¬ 
vince ; you had much better be on good terms with 
me, as when I am at home, I spend half my time in the 

schoolroom at Thornhurst.” 

“ You will have to obtain my permission now,” she 
replied, a smile stealing round the corner of her lips. 
" I allow no idling.” 

“ I promise never to intrude uninvited, if you will 
be friends! Come, now,” holding out his hand, ”1 
am making an immense concession ; it is to be peace, 

is it not ? ” . 

“ Well, a truce at any rate,” she replied, touching 

his hand with hers. Alas! at what an unfortunate 
moment, just as Mrs. Despard and Blanche were rolling 
up the avenue, in their luxurious landaulette. 

“ Mamma, did you see that ? ” cried Blanche, starting 

into an upright position. 

“ What ? ” asked her mother snappishly. 

“ Rupert and Miss Browme standing near the beech 
tree, hand in hand,” she announced with tragic 


solemnity. 

“ Impossible ! ” exclaimed the matron, now 
thoroughly roused. “ Quite out of the question.-.t 
must have been Katie. I have always found Miss 
Browne a singularly well-conducted young person , 
she is most retiring and unassmning, and scarcely ever 
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speaks to Dolly, and that she and Rupert could already 
have made such strides towards familiarity is 
simply preposterous ! ” 

" Well, seeing is believing,” said her daughter acri¬ 
moniously. “ I am sure I recognize Miss Browne’s 
white hat, with the black bows. Look back, who are 
those people walking across the grass ? ” she asked 
imperiously. ” The girl is not Katie ; for she docs not 
limp ; it is not Lulu, for she doesn’t wear short petti¬ 
coats, who do you suppose it is ? ” 

“ Bless my soul,” ejaculated her mother, with un¬ 
usual vehemence. ” I can hardly believe my eyes, 
yes! it is Rupert and Miss Browne, and they are 
alone ! ” 


CHAPTER X 

S IR RUPERT and Helen were not long in reaching 
the motor, which had been suddenly brought 
to a full stop in the avenue. Mrs. Despard greeted 
her governess with a frigid inclination of the head, 
and a look that spoke volumes of amazement and 
displeasure,—a look that was also reflected in her 
daughter’s countenance. Miss Despard gave Helen 
one rapid and indignant glance from under her sun¬ 
shade, and then turned a radiant face upon her good- 
looking kinsman. He received a warm, nay, an effusive 
greeting from the two ladies, and was plied with a 
running fire of questions, as he stood by the car with 
his hand on the door. Rupert Lynn had not been 
knocking about the world for twenty-nine years for 
nothing; he had seen and interpreted the glances of 
disapproval that had been levelled at poor Miss Browne 
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who was standing at the other side of the car, pale and 
downcast,—a wholly ignored cipher. 

“ Go into the house, and see that the girls get ready 
at once, Miss Browne,” commanded Mrs. Despard, 
speaking to Helen for the first time, in a tone of voice 
that made her tremble. 

No sooner had the girl set out upon her errand, than 
turning to her nephew, Mrs. Despard said : 

“ It was really too bad of me, to quarter the school¬ 
room upon you, Rupert, but you know you gave us 
carte blanche to make use of Cardew, and we had 
such a house-party for the ball, that we quite over¬ 
flowed ! I needn’t say we never expected you home ; 

I was electrified to see you last night ! Imagine all 
the talk there would be in the neighbourhood, if the 
neighbours were to hear, you had been entertaining 
two young ladies ! ” 

“ Three young ladies,” corrected Sir Rupert, quietly. 

” Ah ! and by the way, what do you think of her,” 
inquired Blanche, with well-assilmed nonchalance, 
twirling round as she spoke, the handle of her parasol, 
and fixing upon her cousin’s face, a pair of eagle-keen 
little grey eyes. 

“ You mean Miss Browne?” he asked with studied 
indifference. 

" Of course, I mean Miss Browne, you don’t think 
I was alluding to Lulu or Katie,” returned Blanche, 
without removing her gaze from his face. 

“ Good-looking in a certain style,” put in her mother 
condescendingly, “ but not the type of face / admire.^ 

“ Good-looking in a certain style, as you say, 
responded Sir Rupert equably, “ but I have scarcely 

seen her.” 

(Oh ! Sir Rupert ! ) 

“ And by the way, my dear aunt, won’t you come 
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mto the house and send the car round ?—Come in and 
have lunch ? he urged. 

“ On no account. Rupert," she answered with a 
gesture of dismay. Flora Fox is coming to us this 
afternoon, and we must return at once. You had better 

dear’hot' 17US T there ’ S P ' enty ° f r00m —remember, my 

months?" SCen n ° thing ° f you ior near ‘y 

h„f r L Despard ’ s offer was diplomatically declined 
1 . her nephew spent the ensuing twenty minutes’ 

eaning h,s arms on the side of the car, and Conversing 
wth his aunt and cousin to such good purpose thaf 

by lfermaid me and P th g *” e ^ P^-Tompantd 
cerned H P hud ’ ^ j ^ Sir Ru P ert was con- 

spend a greaf dea’lThis t W “ h “T™ 1 rcadiness . to 
the local Tennis cTub to Cl, 6 Thornhurst ' join 

week, and in short — as?!* 1 Im P endln g cricket 

make himself getrlily?rf",,.? Unt CXpreSScd ^ 

Helen and KatieTo oc^ipy thT ^ the Car ' leavin 8 
she dispatched on its ?* h P T y , carrla ge,—which 
Even her inquisitorial eve fTo? * efore she started, 
but formal poi“ i n ,£ *° detect 
nephew and Miss Browne There°° d ' bye b , etween her 

no embarrassments on her side no" 6 n ° blushes ’ and 
his. Yes hpr mind Slde ' no em pressement on 

. Despard gave a sigh onSe^d™ 01 * 0 ^ • r . elieved - Mrs. 
beheld the little tfap contafnf Zu satlsfactlon . as she 
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all the way home ; but nothing in any way likely to 
confirm her first suspicions, was to be elicited, from 
that very wideawake, and sagacious minx. 

No ! Miss Browne did not stay to supper,—there 
were only Katie and herself. Miss Browne and Rupert 
had scarcely spoken to one another, and they merely 
went to see the red beech, because Katie sent them. 
They did not want to go one little bit ; thus spoke 
Lulu with an air of lamb-like innocence. 

“ I should have thought Miss Browne had seen the 
red beech long ago,” said Blanche. “ I’m sure you arc 
always poking about over here, and she must have the 

whole place at her fingers’ ends.” 

“ We generally poke about in the garden,” replied 

Lulu ; ” we can never go very far, on account of Katie, 

and this reply was accepted as conclusive. 


” It is as well to be on one's guard,” confided Mis. 
Despard to her favourite daughter. ” I won t have 
Miss Browne downstairs with all these young men 
coming in, and out. There is no knowing what 
ridiculous ideas she might get into her head 

“ Nor they into theirs,” amended Miss Blanche, as 
she and her mother sat together after dinner,— imbue 
with the open-heartedness and expansiveness, which is 
frequently the result of a daintily served, and well- 

aP P r wj,vtTou keep her, Mother ? ” she asked wUh a 
little frown. ” You can see perfectly well that she s too 
L'ood-looking for the post. Although you and I don t 
admire her—other people do. Dolly and father are 
ahvays praising her .and her charming manners and 
her singing-such stuff 1 A governess is not engaged 
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to charm one’s father and brothers, but to teach ! 
It would be a nice thing now, if Dolly were to fall in 
love with her !—and you know what an idiot he is 
about a pretty face. It would never do with Flora 
Fox coming. Are you listening. Mother ? It would 
never do for Dolly to fall in love with a governess ! ” 

“ Or Rupert,” supplemented her mother, with a 
meaning look, that brought a wave of brilliant colour 
to her daughter’s cheeks. 

For an instant, she made no reply; and at last she 
said in a tone of peevish inquiry : “ Then why don’t 
you get rid of her ? Can anything be more simple—give 
her a month’s notice ! ” 

My dear, I’ve turned it over in my mind more than 
once, and I find that such a step is out of the question,” 
replied her mother in a melancholy voice. 

“ Out of the question ? ” repeated Miss Blanche in a 
key of indignant surprise. ” What do you mean ? ” 

Simply that your father won’t hear of it—he 
says-” 


Such nonsense ; I'd make him hear of it,” inter¬ 
rupted his daughter with angry vehemence. 

. •**. sa ys» that Miss Browne has wonderful influence 
th Lulu, has softened, improved and tamed her 
m a manner that is marvellous; and I must admit that 

addeH , M W ° r n ed "’orders within the last six months,” 
added Mrs Despard with unwilling commendation. 

.. wha olso does he say ? " snapped Blanche. 

that^n h ySl h K . a ,S devoted to Miss Browne, and 

here « Inne^T’ m T" “ Lulu ' s ’ she is remain 
here as long as she will be good enough to stay That 

hat'the tnf' T^' m ° deSt woman, and 

tnat the longer she remains under his roof as the 

heTmbcVeast, r™ y ° Ungest daU K hters ' th ' e 
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“ Well ! I am sure ! ” ejaculated Blanche. “ How 
she must have flattered him ! 

“ And you know how obstinate your father can be, 
when he takes things into his head,” continued Mrs. 
Despard. “ He swears, that if we make it unpleasant for 
her—did you ever hear of such an idea ?—or interfere 
with her comfort, or in any way compel her to leave,— 
that he will shut up the town house, and leave you, 
to teach Lulu. He says, we’ve had so many governesses, 
that we have become a proverb in the neighbourhood, 
and that there is nothing whatever against Miss Browne 
—but her good looks, and that she shall stay ! Hush ! 
here he is,” she added apprehensively, as the hum of 
voices was heard, and the door was thrown open, 
and admitted the master of the house, and several of 


his guests. 

Sir Rupert kept his promise, and rode over to 'I horn- 
hurst, twice a week. On former occasions the school¬ 
room had been one of his favourite haunts; many a 
time had he shared his cousins’ substantial early tea, 
in preference to the elegantly served function in the 
drawing-room; but these raids, were in the days of 
elderly Miss Richards, lumpish Fraulein Muller, and 
red-nosed Miss Scott. Now things were entirely 
changed, an impassable, though imperceptible wall had 
been erected between him, and his younger cousins. 
Once or twice, he had bravely announced his in¬ 
tention of paying them a visit; but he was always 
put off with some plausible excuse. Either the girls 
were busy, and must not be interrupted; or they had 
gone down to the village; or Miss Browne had taken 
them to make a sketch in the park ; and Sir R uper 
instinctively felt, that although these manifold reasons 
were probably so many pretty little fictions, he w 
powerless to withstand his aunt. 
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Still, he saw her in church every Sunday, and some¬ 
times managed with rare dexterity to secure a word 
or a handshake in the porch. Yes ! it had come to 
this, Miss Browne was “ Her” to him, the one, the only 
one, that ever had been,—that ever was to be! 

It was in vain, that he had argued and reasoned with 
his inner man; had assured himself, that lie, Rupert 
Lynn, who had seen, and passed scathless through the 
most brilliant circles in the capitals of Europe, should 
come home to his own poverty-stricken halls, and fall 
foolishly, imprudently, and hopelessly in love with his 
aunt’s governess; a girl without money, without 
family, without friends! It was incredible! and yet, 
it was a stubborn fact. 

What is hard to win, what is seldom seen, is ever 
the most prized! Little did Mrs. Dcspard dream, that 
in rigidly immuring her pretty governess, she was 
nursing and fanning, a little stray spark from Cupid's 
torch, that if left to be blown about bv the winds of 
circumstance, might have died out. Now it had become 
a bright inextinguishable flame. 

In his constant rides over to Thomhurst, Sir Rupert 
was ever buoyed up with the hope of a chance meeting 
with Miss Browne, and his cousins (his cousins were 
immaterial), but he was invariably doomed to dis¬ 
appointment. Vainly he gazed on the shrubbery 
walks, up the glades among the plantations, along the 
lanes, and fields, and roads. 


Mrs Despard was a wary, clear-headed woman ; in 
these days, the dear girls went out in the morning — 
it wa^ much the best time of day, such a pity to spend 
all the early hours indoors, moping over books and 
water-colours; so between eleven and one o'clock, 
ne en and her companions took their walks abroad 
took their walks at a time, when there was no fear of 
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their encountering a good-looking cavalier on a hand¬ 
some bay thoroughbred, cantering gaily across the park. 

And how was Helen getting on ? “ Very well 

indeed,” she would have assured you. She had acquired 
the entire affection, and confidence of her pupils—her 
cousins—she was contented with her humble lot, and 
happy ; their lives were quiet and uneventful, for 
they lived entirely apart from the great whirlpool of 
gaiety, that existed beside them. Constant were the 
dinners, the tennis parties, and the little informal 
dances ; but Helen had never been bidden to join 
in any of these pleasures. She would have been 
scarcely human, had she been able to suppress a sigh, or 
an occasional pang of envy, as imprisoned in the school¬ 
room, those sunny afternoons, deep in dry German 
exercises, or still drier arithmetic, she saw car after 
car arrive full of gaily dressed ladies, and men,—and 
not a few bicycles and runabouts, bearing the lords of 
creation to one of Mrs. Despard's far-famed tennis 
parties. How pretty the scene was, the white and 
coloured figures strolling from terrace to terrace, or 
sauntering under the trees. The hard fought games 
of tennis played by slim active young girls, and flannel 
garbed men ; the long tables set out in the shade, covered 
with dazzling silver, gay flowers, and all that was 
recherche in the way of ices and refreshment, and to 
crown all, the band! How could any girl give lessons, 
with a string band in her ears, and a crowd of attractive 

novelties, parading before her eyes ? 

" It’s not a bit of good doing lessons to-day ! Aot 
a little bit,” said Katie, limping into the room 
where her sister and her governess were now bat- 
tling with “Wallenstein.” “Come into my den, and 
give yourselves up to the pleasures of the moment , 

come and see the fun ! 
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“ I really think we must take a holiday,” agreed 
Helen, who had been resolutely sitting with her back 
to the window, and endeavouring to nail her attention 
and Lulu’s, to the book before her,—and the sorrows 
of Max and Thcckla. 


" Come, Lulu, we will put them away for to-day,” 
commencing to shovel up the books, and straighten 
affairs, before accepting Katie’s invitation. 

Katie's den was her hobby ; it opened off the school¬ 
room, it was there, that they enjoyed their leisure 
moments, and played games. It overlooked the grounds, 
and was one of the sunniest rooms in the house, one 
of the prettiest as well; being embellished by Katie's 
taste, and her father’s purse. There was a handsome 
grand piano, low bookcases, full of valuable books, 
a rose-coloured Persian carpet, an Empire writing-table,’ 
and a delicious lounge,—all so many gifts from Katie's 
devoted parent. Katie was twenty years of age ; 

she had no occasion to be taken about, and shown 
oft in the great mart of fashion—poor child ! ” said Mr. 

Despard, and she should have all her little fancies 
indulged in at home.” 


Mrs. Despard made no objection ; she and Blanche 
being somewhat afraid of Katie's searching eyes and 
sarcastic speeches, were the • last to object to her 

waTnot a r °rtt| thelr K C ° m ? any : indeed . ^5. Despard 
was not a little ashamed of her lame daughter ■ and 

only too thankful that she should keep herself in the 

sens^fweTi 33 mUCh f po8sible ' Katie’s extreme 

p“a ant t?,h VaS T ^ in disc “vering this un¬ 
pleasant truth, and she rarely joined the family 


Now, Helen," she said, "draw up a chair to the 

tou s^lUet r t I he 1 ShOWman ^ ‘ y° u sb Ml see what 
J u shall see 1 Lulu, you can kneel in front. There’s 
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mother over there under the cedar, receiving, and 
Blanche acting as an aide-de-camp, in her new green 
costume—she thinks green becomes her ! I don’t I 
That gown came from Doucet, and cost thirty guineas, 

what do you think of it ? ” 

“ It looks nothing ; not a bit better than her last 

winter’s gown, and I shall tell her so, said Lulu with 
malignant triumph. “ Who has she got hold of now . 
Oh ! Lord Leatherhead, and there is mother bowing, 
and smiling away to Lady Leatherhead ! ” 

“ Featherbed, she ought to be,” interposed Katie. 
“ Did you ever see such a figure ? she must weigh twenty 
stone ! She broke down the sofa the last time she was 
here. Ah 1 now mother is guiding her to an iron 

garden seat,— that ought to support her ! 

“ Do you see Flora Fox,” said Lulu, with anmia- 
tion “over there near the tennis, talking to Dolly. 
What a pretty frock. She certainly knows how to 

dress, does she not, Katie ? ” 

"If she was as careful about her h s, as she is abou 

her dress, she would do.” „ 

" You don’t mean to say that she drops them . 

said Helen aghast, looking over at a very smart little 

figure, that was chattering to Dolly with much 

ge ‘“neveryday life.” returned Katie. " but when 
she is on her company manners, and gets ang y 
excited and lets herself go, then she talks of ’orses. 

She e ha a s nd hla U ps e 'of money," sard Lulu, ” and no 
brothers or sisters. Some day she will be our sister, 

^■tu^^some day,’ "responded Katie. 
••I will believe in that engagement when I see it. 
Ah 1 here is Rupert at last!" as their cousin appeared 
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crossing the pleasure grounds with another man whom 
he presented to his aunt, and Blanche. Then stood 
aloof, eagerly eyeing every group, but apparently his 
search was unsuccessful. He strolled from one party 
to another, exchanging a few words here, an animated 
greeting there, but halting nowhere,—still evidently 
in quest of someone. 

" Who can Rupert be looking for ? " exclaimed 
Katie, at last. “ I declare he is like a dog in a fair 1 
Do, you see ? he has gone all round the tennis ground, 
now he has turned down that shady walk, where he 
will certainly find himself de trop, —now, he is coming 
this way. Why, I declare, he is making for the house," 
she added, with a smile, for having caught sight of 
three faces in the window, he paused, raised his hat, 
and bent his steps towards the entrance. Two minutes 
later he was shaking hands with each in turn, had put 
away his hat and stick, and seated himself, as if he had 
come to make a prolonged visit. 

" What ages it is since we have seen you," said 
Katie, " what has become of you ? You never con¬ 
descend to come near us now,—I suppose Miss Browne 
has frightened you ? " 

“ When Fraulein Muller did not dismay me, you 
cannot suppose that I would fear Miss Browne 1” he 
answered with a laugh. 

“ Then why do you cut us ? why have you never been 
to see us ? ” reiterated Lulu imperiously. 

“ I’m sure I can’t tell you,” he replied, looking 
slightly embarrassed. And he was right, he certainly 
could not inform them of the reason of his unavoidable, 
and most unwilling absence. 

“ Now I’m here, of course you’re going to give me tea," 
he said, craftily turning the conversation. 

"Tea here with us, when you are one of the 
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distinguished guests Id-bas ! ” cried Katie, with well- 
affected horror. “ What will mother, and Blanche, 

m 

say ? 

“ Shall I ring for it ? ” he asked, ignoring her question. 
“ You mav if you like, and we will tell Cater to 
bring us some nice little dainty,—a few of the crumbs 
from the feast.” 

“ Do you never go out in the afternoon now ? ” 
inquired her cousin. “ I haven’t seen the Plum Pudding 

for ages.” 

“ No, mother has taken it into her head, to send us 
out in the morning,—between eleven and one.” 

" Oh ! then that accounts for it,” he said, half to 
himself. ” Miss Browne,” addressing Helen, ” is your 
discipline so strict and severe that you never allow your 
pupils to leave the park ? They have not been over 
to Cardew since I came home. They have not even 
paid their ' visit of digestion,’ and ceremony ! ” 

“ it is rather far,” stammered Helen; ” the pony is 
fed at twelve o’clock, we are not supposed to use him 
in the morning,—for sometimes, he takes a turn in the 
lawn-mower.” 

” Is there no such thing as a half-holiday under the 
present regime ? ” inquired Sir Rupert. 

” Do you remember the gipsy tea we had this time 
last year, Lulu ? and the awful condition of your best 

Sunday frock ? ” . 

“ Don’t, Rupert ! every rose has its thorn. 1 never 

heard the end of that, —but we had a most lovely time. 

I’ll tell you what,” she continued between two sips of 

tea. “ 1 have an idea.” 

“ You don’t mean it !—Let’s have it at once . 

“ Do you know, that Helen,—I mean Miss Browne 
has never been to a dance in England ? Mother has 
never once asked her downstairs I ” 
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“My dear Lulu,” protested Helen with a bright 
colour in her cheeks, “ how can you say such things ? ” 

“ But she never has,” persisted Lulu, totally un¬ 
abashed. 

“ Certainly not, why should she ? Governesses are 
not supposed to go to people’s houses to be amused, and 
danced with. My business, is in the schoolroom,— 
and I shouldn’t dream of expecting your mother to 
number me among her guests,” declared Helen with some 
warmth, and a still further accession of colour. "Of 
course you know Lulu ? ” turning to Sir Rupert apolo¬ 
getically ; “ she doesn’t in the least mean, what she 

says ! ” » 

“ Now, Lulu, we are all attention, let us have your 
idea,” said her cousin, standing up to carry Helen's 
teacup, and making no reply to her last remark. 

“ Well ! ” replied Lulu, tossing back her mane, and 
clearing her throat, " my idea, Rupert, is, that you should 
give a ball or a dance of some kind ! ” 

“ A ball! ” gasped Katie ; “ why on earth should 
Rupert give a ball ? ” 

" Why shouldn't he ? ” retorted her sister, ” or a 
nice afternoon dance. Dancing in the hall, band in the 
little gallery, refreshments in the library, promenading 
in the grounds,—and fireworks.” 

” And in the name of folly, why fireworks ? ” lie 
asked. 

“ Oh ! because I should like them ! ” 

“ Then you propose to honour me with your company, 
if I gave this afternoon dance ? ” 

“ To be sure I would,” she answered emphatically ; 
“ the first to arrive; the last to depart.” 

“ Well, if Miss Browne and Katie will do me 
the same favour, I will give the dance, so there’s a 
bargain.” 
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“ You know of course it’s all nonsense, Sir Rupert. 
Lulu is only joking,” said Helen gravely. 

But I am not joking. I will give an afternoon 

dance and you will come,” speaking directly to Helen 

and bring Lulu ? ” 

“ It will depend on Mrs. Despard,” she replied; “ I 

can make no promise ; and it is not probable, that I 
shall be able to go.” 

“ But you would like to go; you know you would,” 
said Katie. \ou told me, you adored dancing, and 
you’ve not had one holiday since you came here.” 

“ Then you will come. I'll make it all right with my 
aunt,” said Sir Rupert, with an air of unwonted resolu¬ 
tion ; and, ” I shall expect you not only to come, 
Miss Browne; but to give me two dances.” 

“Oh! you dear delightful Rupert!” cried Lulu, 
casting herself into his arms. “ Won’t you make mother 
let me go too ? She will do anything for you,—and 
won’t you dance with me ? ” 

Of course I will. Lulu ; the Highland fling, the 
Irish jig, anything you like; and now I see the people 
moving and I must be off. Good-bye, Lulu, good¬ 
bye, Katie, good-bye. Miss Browne ; please don’t forget 
our two dances, and in another moment he was gone. 

Miss Browne, don’t you think Rupert nice,—tre¬ 
mendously nice ? ” said Lulu, when the door was 
closed behind him. 

Oh, Lulu,” ignoring the question, “ how could you 
go on in such a way ? What did you mean by asking 
your cousin to give a dance,—you made me feel 
thoroughly ashamed of you ! ” 

“ Because I wanted you to go to some dance; and I 
knew if Rupert gave one, he’d be sure to ask you,— 
for he likes you ! Now he hated Fraulcin Muller like 
poison.” 
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“ So Rupert is to give a dance at Cardew, next week," 
remarked Blanche, as she sailed into Katie’s room 
an hour later ; " he invited half the people who were 
here this evening. What can have put such an idea into 
his head ? ” walking up to the glass, and smiling con¬ 
sciously at-her own reflection. 

“ Not you at any rate ! ” replied Lulu, rudely ; “ that 
grand new dress of yours is hideously unbecoming ! 
Fine feathers do not always make fine birds." 

“ Better to be a bird of any kind,—than a little 
beast like you ! ’’ returned her sister angrily, “ and oh ! 
by the way, Miss Browne,"—as if apropos of beasts,— 
“ it is a pity, you were not down to-day, there was 
a gentleman here with Colonel Woodford, who said 
he knew you out in India. He was sorry not to 
have seen you 1 Mamma was going to send for you, 
but I told her, you would not care about coming,—you 
would find yourself in such an awkward position." 

" A very awkward position indeed," thought Helen ; a 
position that overwhelmed her to dwell on ! Her cousin 
Blanche was far from guessing, and equally far from 
supposing, that for once in her life, she had done Miss 
Browne a good turn 1 


CHAPTER XI 

T WO or three evenings later, Mr. Despard expressed 
a desire that his daughter Katie and Miss Browne 
should come to the drawing-room, and be present 

at a large musical party. It was in vain, that his wife 
combated his wishes. 

“ Katie was not well; she was shy, she hated society ' 
she was ten times happier upstairs." 
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“If she is shy, and hates society, it is because she 
never goes into it ; it is merely the dislike of the un¬ 
known. She is a very clever well-read girl, and I shall 
insist on her coining out more—and letting herself be 
seen.” 

• “ Letting herself be seen ? ’’ repeated his wife sar¬ 
castically. 

“ Yes, Madam,” responded her husband, “ be seen, 
and there won’t be a prettier girl in the room, than 
my poor lame Katie. You keep her mewed upstairs 
in such a way, that people are beginning to say that 
she is an idiot,—and Miss Browne is her keeper ! But 
they shall both be on view—no deception—and that's 
as sure as my name is Horace Despard.” 

It was not often that the master of the house took 
such a high hand, but when he did, he was bound to 
have his way,—and his wife recouped herself in other 
directions. She suffered the question of Katie to pass 
without further discussion ; but long and desperate 
was the struggle she made to keep the governess up¬ 
stairs,—and the struggle was in vain. Miss Browne 
received a polite little note requesting the pleasure of 
her company, written by the reluctant hand of her 
very unwilling hostess, at the dictation, on this occasion, 
of her lord and master ! 

“ Now, Helen, you must look your best ! . What are 
you going to wear ? ” inquired Katie, coming into her 
room the afternoon of the great day. “ Show me 

your dress,—show me your finery.” 

“ I have nothing but this,” she replied, pointing to 
a black gown which lav on the bed. This was the elegant 
French model (reduced), which she had bought the 
day after her arrival in London,—not anticipating her 
impending poverty. 

“ It will do,” said Katie, turning it over with a 
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critical hand, " it looks well made, and so soft and 
filmy. It you wall take pains with your hair, and wear 
a piece of black velvet round your neck,—you will 
look all right.” 

And Helen did look all right, that evening, even to 
Mr. and Mrs. Despard, who stared with incredulous 
amazement, as this elegantly dressed governess entered 
the drawing-room, and indeed many eyes were turned 
upon the beautiful girl in black. The Despard family 
were beset with questions, numbers asked for intro¬ 
ductions, to which requests, Mrs. and Miss Despard, 
turned deaf or indifferent ears. 

Now that Helen was proclaimed a beauty, by the 
voice of public opinion, Dolly,—with the mean vanity 
of a small mind,—became disagreeably assiduous in his 
attentions,—attentions that were hateful to Helen, and 
alarming to his mother,—whose temper had been sorely 
warped by Miss Browne’s success,—and who vowed to 
herself over and over again, that this was the first and 
last time the girl should grace her drawing-room ! Most 
of the men had no eyes for anyone else in the room,— 
notably Rupert, who had ousted Dolly from his place, 
and was sitting in the shadow of the window seat 
talking to the governess with the greatest animation, 
looking so- different to the bored individual, he 
had lately appeared to be, when in the society of 
ladies. 

On one point the hostess had made up her mind. 
Miss Browne should not sing ; she had a lovely voice, and 
would still further ensnare these infatuated men were 
she suffered to advertise this accomplishment. 

There had been some music already : Mr. Montero. 
a renowned pianist, had given a brilliant rendering of 
Chopin, the great tenor of the neighbourhood had sung 
two songs, Miss Despard and Miss Fox had executed 
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a feeble duet, when to the dismay of the hostess, 
she heard her husband loudly inquiring for “ Miss 
Browne ? 

Where’s Miss Browne, you should just hear her 
sing,” he said in a voice that was the reverse of com- 
plimentary to the late performance. Hurrying to 
Miss Browne, who was rising from the piano—she played 
all the accompaniments—she whispered so audibly that 
Sir Rupert involuntarily heard, " Miss Browne, I do 
not wish you to sing. If you are asked, refuse ! You 
understand me ! ” 

“ Certainly,” Helen replied with a little bow, and a 
deep blush, as she moved aside. 

“ But, my dear Aunt, why should we not have the 
pleasure of hearing Miss Browne sing ? ” inquired her 
nephew suavely. 

Stung beyond the limits of patience, at finding he had 
overheard her request, she answered in a low, but distinct 
voice : 

“ Because this drawing-room is only intended for 
the display of my friends’ accomplishments. Miss 
Browne’s sphere and Miss Browne’s proper place is the 
schoolroom,” and she moved swiftly away. 

Helen’s eyes filled with unbidden tears at this unkind 
and uncalled-for little speech. She retired from the 
piano and sought a far distant seat, in the neighbourhood 
of Katie,—but here she was immediately followed by 
Sir Rupert, in a state of suppressed indignation. 

" Why does my aunt not wish you to sing ? ” he 
asked, drawing up a chair beside her. " What can be 
her reason ? ” 

“I do not know ; but please do not say anything 
about it,—you were not intended to overhear what 
she said ! ” 

“ But I did hear, and some day I shall come up 
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to the schoolroom, and you will sing me a song, won’t 
you ? in your own sphere, as my aunt calls it.” 

“ No, no, you must never come to the schoolroom 
again. Mrs. Despard heard of your visit the other 
day, and was greatly displeased. You must please 
never come again,—unless you wish to get me into 
dreadful trouble.” 


"Iam the last person in the world, who would wish 
to do that! ” he said significantly. “ Nevertheless I 
am determined to hear you sing some day.” After a 
pause, he continued : “I'm afraid you are not very 
happy here; in some ways my aunt is a peculiar woman, 
has funny old feudal ideas; and the life of a governess 
must be a hard one. This is your first attempt, your 
first situation, is it not ? ” 

In his eyes there was nothing but friendly, and 
anxious solicitude. 

Yes ! this is ‘ my first place,’ as the servant would 
s ay,—I came almost straight here from board ship.” 

“ You must find ^ rather a change from India —I 
understand you lived in India, I’ve always been interested 
in the gorgeous East. What sort of a life did you 
lead out there ? ” he inquired, drawing a little closer, 
as though to invite her confidence. 

V I—I—would rather not talk of India,—it is a very 

painful subject,” said Helen, looking down, with a 
nsing colour. 


“ Vr »° U h r V ? ^ r ° 1 friends there now, I suppose ? ” 

’u- re ? a ? elen ' ‘ ,ind “d I have hardly any 
fnends in England, I am almost alone here.” y 

than a* Mend F?™* “ a friend ' Miss Browne ? more 


Rupert will you take Lady Daley in to supper" 
said a high acrid voice, with startling suddenness 
and Miss Despard, looking unusually white, stood 
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before the sofa,—upon which half the eyes in the room 
had been riveted during the last five minutes. Sir 
Rupert Lynn was making wonderful running with the 

Despards’ pretty governess! 

Miss Fox had drawn Blanche's attention to the 
tete-a-tete; she and Blanche were, as we have heard, 
“ bosom friends ”—as much friends as any two girls 
can be, who are both in love with the same man.—The 
scene before them, aroused their indignation and 
jealousy, and they were quite ready to make common 

cause against this common enemy. 

“ What, is it supper-time already? ” said Sir Rupert. 
“ But, mv dear Blanche, why should I take in old Lady 
Daley ? She would much rather go in with some old 
fogey of her own time of life, than me ! Why may 
not I have the pleasure of escorting Miss Browne? 

“ Because in the first place, rank goes with rank, 
responded Blanche in a crushing tone, ” and in the 
second place, there is no room for Miss Browne at table. 
It is a sit-down supper,'’ she said, turning to Helen, ‘ and 
a much tighter fit than we expected. I am sorry we 
cannot squeeze you in. We will send you something 
up to the schoolroom.” 

“ Pray do not trouble,” said Helen hastily, rising a. 
she spoke. “I do not want supper and I am going 


n °" Excuse me for one moment,” said Sir Rupert. 
“ You received an invitation to this entertainment, 
did vou not; you did not come uninvited, I am sure . 

“ No, Mrs. Despard sent me a little note yesterday 


m< ^ ,r And yet you are debarred from the piano, and the 
supper-table.' I must confess my aunt has strange ideas 

° f “Rupert^ that isn’t the way to speak of Mamma, 
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protested Blanche angrily. “ Now do please go and 
take in old Lady Daley at once.” 

" No, my dear Blanche, I shall not intrude any 
longer; as there is such a squeeze, you will be thankful to 
have my place for someone. Good-night, Miss Browne ; 
good night, Blanche ”—and he walked away, and 
disappeared ^mong the crowd, already setting supper- 
wards. 


****** 

Helen lost no time in hurrying up to her own apart¬ 
ment. First of all she locked her door, then she sat down 
and enjoyed a really good cry,—but being of an elastic 
temperament, after a little time, she dried her eyes, and 
began her usual, and indeed only means, of soothing 
her excited mind, by walking up and down the bare 
boards of her room from end to end. She had had a 
hard life in many ways during the last six months, but 
most of the hardships were to be traced to herself. 
It was her own fault, in the first instance; this sailing 
under false colours ; bitterly, bitterly, had she repented 
her mad project ; begun as a joke, ending in death, 
Mid misery. However she had gained some things. 

For instance the affection of her two younger cousins,_ 

entirely on her own merits. Had she come among 
them as the rich Helen Browne, she could never have 
known them, as she did now,—no, nor her aunt and 
Blanche ! She was painfully aware of the intrinsic value 
of their good opinion. Little did they dream, that 

the slighted and detested governess, was their wealthy 
Australian kinswoman. 
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CHAPTER XII 

M ISS DESPARD hastened to her mother, who was 
already en route for the dining-room, on the 
arm of a County Magnate, and whispered to her the 
astounding intelligence, that Rupert had left the house 
in a rage, because Miss Browne was not going in to 
supper, and had deserted Lady Daley, who was sitting 
alone on a distant sofa, looking bombs, and liquid fire ! 
If anything could have added fuel to Mrs. Despard’s 
temper, this speech would have done so, for she was 
already in a highly volcanic condition,—a condition 
which the laws of society alone enabled her to restrain 
from an immediate eruption. 

And after all Rupert had not returned home! In 
crossing the hall he had seen Katie, limping painfully 
up the staircase, and had hurried after her to offer 
his arm. 

" Are you going off without supper too ? ” he asked, 
as he joined her. 

“ Yes, mother said I was to slip away,—as soon as 
the people had left the drawing-room,” she replied, as 
she hobbled into her own sitting-room. “ You see, as 
long as I'm sitting down mother doesn’t mind,” she 
added pitifully, ” but once I begin to move about, 
mother cannot endure me in her sight,—and she didn’t 
wish people to see me limping in to supper, and I’m 
sure I did not want to go,” passing her hand wearily 
across her forehead. ” Where is Miss Browne ? ” 

“ Miss Browne was not expected at supper either.” 

“ Oh, Rupert ! you don’t mean it,” cried Katie, aghast, 
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“ I assure you it is a painful fact. I heard Blanche 
giving Miss Browne your mother’s message ! ” 

“ How could she, how dare she treat her in such a 
way ? ” cried Katie with scarlet cheeks. “ I know 
Helen won’t stand it, I’m sure she will leave us,” 
suddenly bursting into tears. “ Mother detests her, 
but she cannot dismiss her, because father thinks so 
much of Helen,—but I see she intends to force her to 
go, and Helen is the only real friend I’ve ever had,” 
concluded Katie, burying her face in her handkerchief, 
and sobbing hysterically. 

“ Why are you so fond of her, Katie ? ” asked Sir 
Rupert, drawing up a chair. " Tell me, Kitty.” 

“ Oh ! because of ever so many things,” she answered, 
wiping her eyes; *' she enters into one’s feelings, she 
is so good-tempered, and unselfish, and interested in 
the things I like ! Books, water-colours, embroidery,— 
we have ever so many tastes in common. She is not a 
bit like Blanche, and her lot, who smoke, and gossip, 
and gamble on the sly,—and talk of nothing but 
clothes, and men !—and who look upon me, as if I were 
a sort of domestic gorilla,—because I am helpless, and 
lame.” 

It was seldom that Katie alluded to her infirmity, 
and never before, to Rupert,—although he had been 
like a brother to her and Lulu. She was very fond of 
him, and knew of his many good deeds, and thoughtful 
kindnesses among his poor neighbours round Cardew 1 
She knew him not only as her handsome and popular 
cousin, but as a just and liberal master, an upright 
chivalrous gentleman, and a firm friend. 

“ Katie,” he said suddenly, “I'm going to tell you 
a secret, and you are the only person in the wide world 
to whom I will confide it. Ah 1 here comes your maid 
with a nice little supper for you,” as Katie's special * 
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attendant entered, bearing a trav with soup, various 
delicate morsels, and a half-pint bottle of champagne ! 

Now, you must have something to drink at once,” 
he said, pouring out a glass of Jules Mumm, and handing 
it to his pale cousin. ” Eat some of this nice hot 
quail; you look thoroughly done up ! and I insist 
upon your having some supper,—we can talk by and 
by.” 

” And what about your great secret, Rupert ? 
inquired Katie, when she had become more composed, 
and had nibbled at some of the good things, with which 
her cousin had heaped her plate. 

" What would you think, supposing you were to 
lose Miss Browne, as your governess,—of taking her 
on as a cousin ? 

“ A cousin ! ” exclaimed Katie, laying down her fork ; 
“ what on earth do you mean ? Oh ! ” suddenly struck 
by something in her companion’s face, " but, Rupert ! 
oil, Rupert —you would not—oh no; it would never 
do, never ! 

“ Why not ? ” he asked. 

“ Because there are thousands of reasons ; you are 
Sir Rupert Lynn of Cardew, and she is only a poor 
governess without a halfpenny in the world,—without 
birth or connections. She seems to have scarcely any 
friends, and, strange to say, no correspondence in 
India, where she came from. All her letters are from 
Australia ; I know this, because the hall boy collects 
foreign stamps, and she gives them to him,—she is 
very close and reserved about her concerns, and I 
don't think, she has a penny beyond what she earns, 
and you know, that you must marry somebody with 

heaps of money ! ” . 

“ I know, that I won't do that, Miss Katie of the 

solemn face, and sage counsel. I intend to marry Miss 
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Browne, if she will have me ! I am poor too ; and 
proud,—and have no intention of looking for a rich 
wife, as has been so urgently recommended. I should 
hate to live on my wife’s money, and ten to one she 
would despise me, as a mean-spirited slacker, who sold 
my old name, and home, for so many solid thousands 
per annum. And after all, why should I not please 
myself ? I am my own master. Miss Browne is a lady, 
wherever she came from, whether India, or Australia] 
I don't think there’s any doubt of that / ” 

And so you really mean it ? you really love her, 
Rupert ? " gazing into his face with incredulous surprise. 

\ es ! I really mean it. Indirectly the fancy dress 
ball, and our startling meeting in the Picture Gallery, 
began it. When I saw the pretty ghost in the library’ 
it was a case of love at first sight ! ” 

Kat£ nd ShC kn ° WS n ° thing ’ of course ? " Squired 

“No, nothing! How could she? do I ever tret a 
chance of speaking to her ? ” 

excWmJnT? ! , W V. at W ‘ U m ° ther ^ and Blancl «' ? ” 

th“ r/lfesf ^4 0kmg a ‘ h ' m Wit ” “ 

savs^ e vp<; C f"-' Sa T What the y please * as lon 8 as Helen 
says yes ! he rejoined valiantly. “ And now 

mind you keep my secret, little Kitty.” risin- and 

holding out his hand. ”1 know, I have your%ood 

wshes, only you are afraid to utter them.” 

it is sW.r U , haVG m , y vcry best wishes.-although 
iL shockingly imprudent. Don’t you realize how 

safd K^ 6 C ° Unty WiU tbrow U P its hands and shriek > ” 
S aid Kahe, rising to take leave of him. 

inat is my own kind little Kittv ” .. .. , 

■• t0 A°n P n o t0 r P ?, nt a broth oriy ^ss 5 on her cheek 
And now, I really must be off. Good night ! ” 
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CHAPTER XIII 

C'lR RUPERT LYNN was unmistakably in love, 
O and strange to say, for the first time. Although 
he had passed his twenty-ninth birthday, it seemed 
incredible that Cupid’s torch had not earlier been 
applied to his slumbering susceptibilities. He had 
always entertained an ideal of his own ; an ideal 
endowed with beauty, grace and youth, whose 
realization he had never yet encountered, in spite of 
his world-wide wanderings; and now at last his 
divinity had made her appearance, in the unexpected 
form of his aunt’s governess; and notwithstanding 
her lack of wealth and station, he was as ready 
to worship her, as if she were some high-boni 
princess ! He haunted Thornhurst between eleven and 
one, and had more than once come across Miss Browne 
and her companions, and enjoyed a delightful saunter 
through the lanes, or the grass rides, that intersected 
a portion of the park. Alas ! no sympathetic tete-d-tete 
were these; Katie and Lulu, were always at his side, 
—in fact Katie made a very strict little chaperon 
and ruthlessly curtailed such golden moments. Much 
as she loved Helen, and well as she wished her 
she felt reluctant to promote her cousin s insanity 
These meetings were on the part of Miss Browne entirely 

accidental. They were short, they were uns £ tlsf “ 
still they were better than nothing, as Sn Ruj c 
generally managed to carry away a look, or a blush 

on which to subsist for days. 

The garden-party at Cardew had been postponed, in 
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order that Rupert’s aunt, on his father’s side, might 
be able to be present, and undertake the part of hostess 
in her nephew’s house. She had promised to come,— 
to the secret annoyance of Mrs. Despard, who would 
have enjoyed the role, herself; but Sir Rupert had 
whispered to Katie that his aunt Despard would not 
be a satisfactory coadjutor; she might not be able to 
find room for all his guests ! And about those guests, 
especially one guest,—there had been many sharp words, 
and a warm discussion. However, Sir Rupert, nobly 
supported by Mr. Despard, had carried all before him. 
He had wrung a reluctant permission from his aunt 
and Miss Browne, and the younger Miss Despards. were 
to be allowed to honour his entertainment. 

, The party from Thornhurst reached Cardcw by four 
o clock The place looked to the best advantage, that 
lovely August afternoon, with its long deserted terraces 
and gardens, bright with many brilliant groups, its 
long closed reception rooms, once more crowded once 
more re-echoing with the sounds, of many voices, gay 
laughter, and music. b y 

tpiL dy Vavasour - Sir Rupert’s aunt, stood on the 

;i reCei T g / n amvaIs; a sta tely. upright dame, 
clear-cut features, and piercing brown eyes 

UDon e t7„ CS < reSte r I" m ? re ? han a conventional second,' 
her npnhp ^ ^ lr ’ w h° was presented to her by 
siffnifi? h + W ’“? Vlth an im P ressiven ess, that was distinctly 

m^fooT* B * Ut i n ° , Rupert couId never be such a 
mad fo°l ^ t0 lose hls head about a love , f 

and a lovely face it was ! y 

rfiorn freShl j entS WGre served in the library, the drawing- 
and an aS i d K VOt + ed t0 ,^ he dowa g ers « the hall to dancing. 

S i t a e , C ° ld * nner ’ or su PP er ’ as ^ might 

The Ion*-’ + w aid ° Ut ’ m the Srand old dining-room, 
long table was covered with family plate, and 
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priceless china ; greenhouse and garden had been ravaged 
for flowers : scarlet geranium and maidenhair, orna¬ 
mented the board, in vast, brilliant and feathery masses. 
Piles of strawberries and peaches in deep dishes, and 
jugs and bowls of clotted cream, were interspersed 
among the most dainty, and delicate viands, garnished 
according to their kind, with miracles in white sugar, 
or truffles. A private view of this most appetizing 
sight, had been obtained by I.ulu ; but Miss Browne had 
long been revolving among the dancers in the hall. 
The beautiful governess was quite a noted person, 
the cynosure of all, and the coveted partner of every 
male dancer. Several pair of eyes contemplated her 
as she floated round the room,—with very varied 
feelings. Mrs. Despard’s. need scarcely be described ! 
Mr. Dolly Despard. eye-glass in eye, regarded her with 
a sense of serene complacency,—and the air of a future 
proprietor. Somehow Miss Browne looked different 
to-day ! She seemed to have cast off the retiring, almost 
humble carriage, that distinguished her at 1 homhurst 
and to have taken her place in society, as the equa 
of the other guests, not merely in beauty ; but in birth 
Observe her talking to Sir Roland Fortescue, with as 
much ease of manner, and as ready with words and 
smiles, as if she was actually a young woman of 

acknowledged position, and wealth ! , 

Dancing had brought a colour to her cheeks, a 
brilliancy to her deep blue eyes; no wonder that people 
were staring and whispering ; no wonder that Sir Ruper 
found it difficult to play the part of an active, and 
impartial host. However, he fulfilled Ins duties 
perfection. The dance was going off with verve and 
abandon and thanks to his exertions, promised to b 
.. long remembered success; and yet he had not had 
one dance with Miss Browne. Their dance,—for she 



A RASH EXPERIMENT 93 

could only give him one—was to be after supper, and 
when the band struck up the first strains of “ Amour* 
euse ” he was already beside her; and so was Dolly. 
Dolly, who had eaten, drunken, and in the Biblical term, 
was filled, clamouring in a thick, hoarse voice, for “ just 
this one waltz ; ” as if Miss Browne’s card had not been 
crammed, hours ago ! Placing her hand on Sir 
Rupert’s arm, she passed away from Dolly, who, look¬ 
ing the very incarnation of champagne, slowly subsided 
upon a neighbouring sofa, and after a few minutes’ 
aimless nodding, laid his muddled head upon a sym¬ 
pathetic cushion,—and was soon lost in the land of 
dreams. 

Sir Rupert proved an ideal partner, and Helen, 
although she had only been to half a dozen balls in 
Melbourne, was naturally a born dancer, had been 
extremely well taught, and could suit her step to 
another’s, at a moment’s notice. The first dance, with 
the beloved one, is a pleasure to be remembered ; and 
Sir Rupert felt as if he had been suddenly transported 
into a seventh heaven ! But alas ! everything must 
have an end,—no matter how enthralling. The waltz 
was over, and people began to drift out into the garden, 
or among the long suite of rooms, that opened on the 
hall; but Sir Rupert followed neither. Turning to 
a swing door, and holding it back for his partner, to 
pass, he said : 

“ I have something to say to you ;—will you come 
up to the Picture Gallery ? ” He did not wait for 
any reply, but immediately proceeded to lead the way. 
They encountered various couples coming and going on 
the stairs,—for “to sec the pictures,” was a favourite 
bait, by which the flirt of either sex, lured their 
partner to the delights of a tete-d-tete, in that deliciously 
romantic old gallery ! 
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It was not merely “ to see the pictures,” that her 
host was escorting Helen upstairs; there was a resolute 
expression on his firmly-cut lips, that betokened a 
mind fixed on something, far beyond the portraits of 
his ancestors. 

“ Here is the place where we first met,” he said, 
coming to a halt inside a low doorway, near the well- 
remembered mullioned window. 

*' Yes, so it is,” assented Helen with surprising 
composure. 

“ We were masquerading in the characters of a 
couple of my ancestors, husband and a wife, were we 
not ? May I look upon it as a good omen ? ” he asked 
in a low voice. Helen made no reply, and he proceeded 
more hurriedly, “ I needn’t tell you, that I love you, 
Helen, for you know it. I gave this dance entirely 
to secure a chance of seeing you, and speaking to you 
alone.—An opportunity I am never likely to have in 
my aunt’s house. Tell me quickly, for the golden 
moments are flying. Will you be my wife ? ” 

For some seconds there was no reply, Helen kept 
her eyes fixed upon the door, whilst the rapid change 
of colour from crimson to white, betrayed that she 
had not been indifferent to his avowal ! 

“ Do you know, what you have been saying ? ” she 
asked at last, raising her eyes to his, and speaking with 
surprising self-command, but with lips that trembled. 
“ You have been asking me; your aunt’s penniless 
governess ; to be your wife ! to take rank with one 
of these ! ”—indicating a very forbidding, haughty- 
looking matron. “ You cannot have counted the 

cost.” , . . 

” I have fully,” he answered with decision ; you, 

if you will, and no one else, shall be the future Lady 
Lynn ; and if all my ancestors were as lovely, as worthy 
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as you are,—their husbands must have been happy 
men ! 

Have you thought of what your aunt,—of what 
everyone will say ? ” she asked impressively. 

n0t car V f W0 straws for what my aunt may 
think or say,—and for everyone else, there can be but 

°ne opinion, that I’m the luckiest fellow in the county 

wi y° ur ans 'wr will be ‘yes.’ Come 

elen, taking both her hands in his, “ tell me the 
truth at once ! Do you care for me. or not > ” looking 
down into her face, with his heart in his eyes 

herTotards bt ,2^ hand ’ and d™wi„g 
you belong to that 

nevJ^lV^d beforTf"° thCr £ell ° W ; * 0U 

.. N" e f ■■ i 5hC rCpHed W ‘ th em Phasis. 

in me, ev« to^iTTove • T l ^ l ° tWnk * "ot 

is 

little prisoner in mv armc ^ y° u a trembling 

KuXol^ my 

pinch^ai^^crew^b^r'^the^stTte 1 ^” ' w e ^shall l< have 1 to 

will take years to pav off the 15 encumbered, and it 

SharC in a mine ArgenTe^ouVt^ 7 P 
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trumps! However, you have never been used to 
riches, and I am sure, I can make you happy! You 
believe me. don't you ? 

“ Yes, I do believe you,” replied his companion, 
looking at him with misty eyes. 

" And when will you marry me? when am I to take 
you away from that house of bondage ? ” he asked 
eagerly. 

“ Not before December,—if then.” 

“December,” he echoed, “nonsense! You shall 
go and stay with my Aunt Vavasour, and we will be 
married from her house, within the next six weeks. 
There is no reason for any delay ! I shall tell Mrs. 
Despard this very evening, that she must look out for 
another white slave; for that you have found a new 
situation.” 

“ No, no, please do nothing of the kind, Sir Rupert.” 

" Rupert ! ” corrected her lover hastily. 

“ Then, Rupert, our engagement must remain a 
secret for the present ! Do listen to me for an instant, 
she proceeded in a low, tremulous voice. I am not 
what I appear to be,—I am an impostor, a deception, 

—and a sham ! ” 

“ You are not what you seem; do you mean to tell 
me that you are not Miss Browne,—that you have 


another name ? ” ,, . 

" No ! I am Helen Browne, and I do, blushing 

deeply, “ love you ; there is no sham about these two 

facts ; ' otherwise, I am not what I seem ! I know 

I am speaking in riddles, but if I were to tell you a 

p ar t_I must tell you all. In four months time you 

shall know everything ; but it is not in my power to 

■ i 


enlighten you now. 

“ I don’t understand it,” he said gravely. 

“ Then I must try, and explain. In a moment of 
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sheer folly, half in joke, and half in earnest, I put 
myself into a false position; little dreaming of the 
consequences ; and I have agreed, thanks to a sort of 
foolish, stiff-necked pride, to remain in this position,— 
for a full twelvemonth. By the end of that time, I 
feel sure, that I will have been sufficiently punished for 
my folly ! ’* 

" May I ask, if there is a man at the bottom of the 
business ? ” inquired Sir Rupert, with an element 
of jealous suspicion in his voice and expression, that 
showed how easily he would become a prey to the 
" green-eyed one." 

“ Yes • there is a man, who is old enough to be my 
grandfather,—I daresay you will see him at Christmas.” 

" wil1 y°u swear to me, that there is no young fellow 
in the background,—and that you have never cared 
for anyone before ? ” 

No, never ! on my word of honour ! I know very 
few young men,—and was never much in gay society." 
„ What, not in India ! " he cried in amazement; 

how could you keep out of it there ? " 

"Oh, we won’t talk about India,” she returned 
colouring brilliantly, " at any rate, not now." 

" Then am I to wait on probation four whole 
months ” said her lover gloomily. “ I call it hard lines, 
awfully hard lines ! ” 

" X 0 " Patience shall have its reward,—I can promise 
you that,—if I can say nothing more_ 

V'f? r !, g ^ t ’ me a first instalment in the shape 

** lss ' he said > doping towards her. 

, . You ma Y take one,” she returned, in a half 
whisper and thus permitted, he pressed his lips to her 

y « 1 A tl I CUrVCd m ° uth for the second time in his 
me. And you really will trust me, Rupert ? ” she 

asked after a moment's silence; «• I know I am asking 
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something enormous,—you know so little about me. 
I seem to know all about you, and for four long months 
I am obliged to keep you in the dark.” 

“ I will trust you, my darling, as I would the angels 
in heaven themselves/' 

" Then I promise, that I will never abuse the trust 
you have placed ; you shall never regret your con¬ 
fidence and generosity,” replied Helen impressively. 
" You are a foolish fellow ! ” she added, and a sudden 
smile lit up her face; “ you are not merely going to 
marry a girl without position and money, but as if 
that were not bad enough,—you are going to marry a 
girl with a secret ! ” 

“ Yes ! I am,” he answered valiantly. 

“ And you will always believe me, no matter how 
appearances may be against me ? no matter what you 
may hear, or even what you may see ? ” 

“ I have given you my promise,” he answered rather 
stiffly; ” I never break my word.” 

“ Give me a pledge as well,” she urged persistently.^ 
" I will give you this; though it is not necessary,” 
removing his signet ring, “ and you shall have an 
engagement ring as well,—I will send for it to-morrow. 

“ No, no,” she replied, tying up his pledge in her 
little lace pocket handkerchief, “ I shall stick to this 
until December, then you may give me the other ring,— 
the engagement one.” 

“ What are you talking about ? ” he said impatiently, 
“ the ring I will give you then,—will be a plain gold 

one.” , , , 

“ And you will never love me less, than you do now . 

and never distrust me ? ” she whispered, as they were 

leaving the gallery, on the point of returning to 

commonplace existence. 

” Never ! ” he answered, with emphasis. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

HP HERE is no occasion to linger over the departure 
ninarH &***• n ° r *0 tell llOW Mrs. 

D^pard, Miss Despard, and Mr. Adolphus Despard, 
motored home in the cool moonlight ; t\v of the 

than aSlCep ; one -‘ting alert and 

Tdf ' I*° Ut m the bri 6 ht "'hite night, with 
, seeing eyes,—and a face expressive of the 
grimmest resolution. 

That same night lire. Despard received a visit from 

her eldest daughter. she ^ amaMd tQ from 

I,n r00m ’ a flowin g dressing-gown at the 

unusual h ° ur of one o’clock, lire. Despfrd was tired 

bed andTnd* fatl ? u , mg da y' she was nearly ready for 
" P0S a d D f ? r 3 Private “n^rence V 

of a sofa " I S h a ‘ Blanch , e ; sittin g down on the end 
y °" m USt H kn ° W ^^"’^“Momight ^° U ’- somctllin S 

excitedly, “vof do B n 1 'T’m' C ;" , eXclaimed her mother 

proposed ? " n 0 Sa -V’ that Rupert has 

her dau ^ ter ’ “ not 
the ceiling nS with b °stLdling C "mph^is "'° ther ' ‘ nvoking 

your senses. Whatever you are out °f 

himSe ‘ £ With *-,-but h n e o: S h n e°wm"neve e r 

**“ moC, ^retunte^her 1 daughter 

4 * 
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dryly, “ and I suppose I may trust the evidence of my 
own eyes and ears. I went into the gallery to look 
for a glove I had dropped, and I saw, and heard, 
enough ! 

■' What did you see ? ” demanded her parent. 

" 1 saw him kiss her, 1 heard him ask her to be his 
wife. It is needless to remark, that what 1 tell you is 
strictly, strictly private. I was going in by the little 
side door, near the end of the gallery; they were stand- 
ing in the window, no one else was there, they did not 
notice me, their backs were towards me. I held the 
door just ajar, and heard everything,—I felt it was 
my duty to listen ! 

" He asked her to marry him,” said Mrs. Despard in 

a choked voice, “ and she, what did she say ? 

•• Need you ask! Why she jumped at him, of 

So much for your father’s pig-headedness, cried 
Mrs. Despard, almost in tears. " He would keep this 
abominable, designing girl, and I always felt that she 
would work some terrible mischief. Your father is 
so short-sighted and obstinate, declaring that she was 
doing wonders with Lulu, and Katie. Pretty wonders ! 
she has done for Rupert ! I heard your father telling 
twenty people this evening, that Miss Browne was a 
treasure ; so you see exactly how my hands are tied . 
What can I do, or say ? How can I dismiss her. 
when everyone hears that she is so clever, so modest, 

so good-tempered,—/ am helpless . ^ 

•‘I know what you can do, mother, said Blanche. 

I think I have an idea, and if we could only get her 
out of this house, and if we could only open Rupert s 
eyes —we would be doing a good deed, would we not . 

«* rertainlv my child,” responded her mother. 

"Wen for'a long time, I have suspected that there 
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was something suspicious about Miss Browne —and 
now I know it." 

.< }°. u do r t mean to say so ? ” cried her parent. 

I heard her telling Rupert that she could not 
be openly engaged to him, until December." 

his aunt 1 ’ * SOnie comfort in that! ” ejaculated 


„ nf 0 Sa ’ d ' tll f t slie is not vv,iat S,1C seems.” 

• , 7 . “ iat ni be bound, the little hypocritical 

.?•>, lnt ®rrupted Mrs. Despard, with cordial assent, 
one said she was in someone’s power some imn 

sTid ‘vo She WOuld t not , be /« e ' lil1 ho came home. She 
nobody—r " " ° V marryi " K “ I“ u P er ' a 

Desp S md. neVer Ut ‘ erCd 3 tn ‘ er W ° rd '” “te^Pted Mrs. 

“ '—But you are marrying a girl with a secret • 
with you 0^ «£ l0 '? 

bottom 0 f W pe S o U ;t: “*■ f ° r . 8ettin 6 to 

in petticoats in 1 y0U are ‘l u,te a detective 

outfall about Mi Jr, u 3y ; J‘ w “ *>«. who found 
together aswe/tUst' ptple k and T tw .° 

belfevedU If Rupert ^M° n ~ \ C ° Uld you 

^ accent of intense bfttemess. ' She added with 
the door, "R a is C e h noug U h P todrive one^*° Wards 
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CHAPTER XV 

N EEDLESS to state, Sir Rupert made his way 
over to Thornhurst the morning after the 
dance, in hopes of seeing his fiancee, and equally needless 
to state, that thanks to his aunt’s precautions, he 
did not even catch a glimpse of the skirt of her dress. 
Miss Blanche took a certain amount of spiteful pleasure 
in preventing any lovers’ meetings; she gave her 
diplomatic mind entirely to the question ; and for 
three whole days, the visitor came to Thornhurst, full 
of happy expectations, and returned, the prey of bitter 

disappointment. . . 

But a good time was coming ! Helen found it im¬ 
possible to withhold her news from Katie ; she felt that 
she must open her heart to someone, and she had an 
instinct, that Katie would be sympathetic ; so one night 
as they were sitting together, working on a splendid 
altar cloth, for the adornment of the local church, Helen 
broke the intelligence, after several vain efforts to find 
an appropriate beginning, by taking olf Sir Rupert s 
pledge, and pushing it towards her companion. 

“ Do you know this ring, Katie ? ” she asked, with 

a warm blush. 

“ Know it,” replied Katie, laying down her needle, 
and taking it into her hand, ” of course I do; it s 
Rupert’s. Did he give it to you ? 

“ Yes » ” replied Helen. 

After a long silence Katie said, " Then I suppose you 
are 'i ne anf! d but!tar'Katie, it is a dead secret, not a 
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soul is to know anything about it but yourself,—and 
somehow I couldn’t help telling you.” 

" Helen,” said Katie, laying her hand on her friend’s 
shoulder, and kissing her tenderly, " when Rupert told 
me some time ago, that ho intended to ask you to be 
his wife, I must confess I was a little vexed, because you 
know you have no money,—and oh ! he docs want it 
so badly for the old place ; you can’t think how that 
red-tiled roof sucks up hundreds of pounds, and the 
drains want doing, they say ; and he keeps on all the 
old people,—when they are past their work, and has 
to get young hands in to help them. But after all, 
money isn't everything, money can’t buy love, and 
happiness, and I believe you can give him both. I 
am delighted to hear, that it is all settled—and you will 
be my own cousin, then and always.” 

•t V ttle Katie dream, that Helen was already, 

always her own cousin ! ” 

The two girls sat up until late, discussing the all- 
engrossing topic, Helen listening with greedy cars to 
her companion's praises of her lover, to the reminiscences 
and Rgcuds of his boyhood, and to the gratifying 

intelligence, that “ no one had ever known him to be 
in love before.” 


diffidle aIWay - b6en S ° hard t0 plea?e ’ and so 

• * ast be bas chosen a penniless governess ” 

cned Helen with a smile; but. Kitty my dear, I am 
not altogether what I seem ; I have a secret, and when 

fo°r U Rt?^ V f ' 5? U "j 11 tHink 1 ^ a more suitable match 

lor Rupert,—than I now appear.” 

“ A secret! Does Rupert know ? ” 

“ No ' 1 a ha , Ve , not told him ' and there he shows the 
most wonderful generosity ; he is willing to wait til 

the end of the year, to know all about me, 8 and my past 
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I once did an extraordinarily foolish thing. It was 
not actually wrong, only reckless, and silly. It has 
had consequences I never dreamt of ! It did not bring 
any harm to anyone ; it was a half sort of joke; and 
I am paying the penalty in terrible earnest! By 
the end of the year, I shall be released from my 
penance,—and you will see me in my true 
colours ! 

*' Then you are not what you appear ! Are you not 
Miss Browne ? ” 

" I am, and I am not ! but it is a riddle you would 
never guess, my clever little Katie. Only trust me 
as you have ever done,—and you will find your trust, 
will have been well bestowed.” 

“ It must be horrible to have a secret,” said Katie; 
" isn’t it always preying on your mind,—and taking 
away your appetite, and making you lie awake for 
hours ? 

“ No, indeed,” replied Helen, with a smile, " not when 
my mind is full of other things. At first, I must confess 
that it was hateful ; but now I’ve grown quite accus¬ 
tomed to it, like a pig with a ring in his nose ! So far 
it has never done me any harm,—and I don’t believe 
it ever will 1 ” 

Katie received all Helen's hopes and fears, and 
confidences about Rupert, with ready, and appreciative 
sympathy. Poor Katie! who would never, never, 
have a lover of her own. She also told her what a 
good son he had been to his horrid, extravagant, un¬ 
principled, old father—who, utterly heedless of who 
was to succeed him, had squandered every halfpenny 
he could raise on the estate, and how, after years of 
riotous living, racing, gambling, and all manner of 
ill-doings, he had come home to die at Cardew, a broken- 
down, dissipated old wreck. How he had lingered on 
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for two years, a peevish, irritable invalid, nursed by 
Mrs. Bunce, waited on by his son,—whom he had com¬ 
pelled to leave the army, and sacrifice his prospects. 
Thanks to chance meetings in the park, Helen and 

Rupert contrived to see one another once or twice,_ 

always in the presence of Katie and Lulu,—but Katie 
with thoughtful dexterity, manceuvred to leave the 
lovers to walk behind ; luring Lulu to her side, by means 
best known to herself ! So Rupert talked to Helen 
freely of his past. Ins present, and of their—happy word- 
future. With marvellous delicacy, he never touched 
upon her former life, nor asked a single question, likely 
to trench in the most distant manner upon the mystery 
in which she had wrapped herself. Until she elected 
to hft the veil, he was content to remain in darkness • 
his blind trust moved Helen more than words could 
say. Oh . that it were December, that her uncle had 

teThimTu'l ShG C0Uld bG hCrSelf a g ain -~ and 

One evening there was a grand dinner-party at which 
Katie, to please her father, had been a most reluctant 
guest. It was about ten o’clock, when Katie came 

whisnered -’K SC !' 0olr . oom and stooping over Helen 
whispered. Rupert is here, you are to go to him at 

hemi,rs U ee W you" d h ‘ m °" “ ,e Cr ° qUe ‘ ground; lle ^ 

Wrapping a light scarf over her head, Helen hurried 
downstaws and fled through an open library window 
and down the terraces, like a lapwing. The crooned 

Se U house aS ‘ Walk 0t ' C °™™ anded b T «>e windows of 
srnokimfa' - V ^ ng “P ? nd dow ". she found Rupert 

hec^htJ4\? of e he" 1,6 t0SSCd aWay the 

not v?ry^o54e:ri'am^ h fra V ,d S '’ me neWS ** y ° U ’ and 


/ 
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“ And is that the reason you sent for me in such a 
violent hurry ? ” she asked, with a smile. 

“ No, indeed, my dear, but because I am going away 
to-morrow, all the way to Naples. My uncle, my father s 
brother, Colonel Lynn, is dangerously ill,—he is old and 
lonely, and I am his nearest of kin ; I cannot leave the 
poor old fellow to die, all alone in a foreign country. 
Whenever he is better, or whenever he breathes his last, 
you may be certain, that I shall return home as fast 
as steam can take me. Helen, you will miss me, say 

you will miss me a little ? ' 

' " Miss you ! I shall miss you every day, and all day 
long; for although I so seldom see you,—yet to know 
that you are so near, is ^something, and now, you will 

be miles and miles away.” . ,, , , , 

“ But you will write, and I will write, he proceeded 

cheerfully. “It won't be for long; a month at the 

“ Whatever happens, you will trust me, said Helen 
with an ill stifled sob. “You will always believe 
in me,—and be the same to me as you are now . 

■'Always! always!" he repeated; and now I 
must go; I shall be wanted to makeup a four at Bridge, 
and unfortunately we have to say good-bye, or rather 

“"onTmoriiing, a few days after Rupert's departure 
the schoolroom was visited by Mrs. Despard a rathe 
rare occurrence. With more than her usual upright¬ 
ness of carriage, she came sailing into the schoolioom, 
whilst Lulu was in all the agonies of writing a trench 

‘'“"My visit is to you, Mss Broume,” she expldned " I 
had a letter this morning from your friend 
from Madras, requesting me to tell “ r ' X Helen 
still under my roof ? and enclosing this ! handing Helen 
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a thin note on foreign paper, with the very tips of iier 
fingers. “ She says she has written to you over and 
over again and you have never answered one of her 
letters. Most extraordinary ! It is not, as I can tell 
her, from lack of leisure ,” concluded Mrs. Despard, wilh 
a disagreeable sneer. 

Many letters had come from the same destination, and 
they all lay in Helen’s desk, unopened. Why should 
she read them? she said to herself, they were not in¬ 
tended for her, but for that other Miss Browne, who lay 
many fathoms deep under the waves of the Medi¬ 
terranean. 

“ I presume, you will answer that letter? ” continued 
Mrs. Despard; “ at any rate, I have done my part, and 
I shall take care to let Mrs. Phillips know, that I myself 
gave it into your own hands I Lulu I how you arc 
stooping; do sit up! You really ought to lie on the 
floor every day, for a couple of hours, and dear me, 
what inky fingers, I’m afraid you are hopelessly 
untidy.” 

The rustling of Mrs. Despard’s departing skirts was 
hailed with a sigh of relief, by the three girls in the 
schoolroom ; her visits of inspection were fortunately 
few, but they were uncommonly searching, and in¬ 
variably unpleasant. 

When lessons were over, Helen, after some considera¬ 
tion, reluctantly opened the note which lay intact, 
beside her. As she slowly perused it her face grew 
as grey as death; she looked as if suddenly turned to 
stone. Katie, hardly less white than herself, mean¬ 
while devoured her with her eyes. At last her hands 
dropped helplessly into her lap, and this apparently 
moving letter fluttered to the ground. Helen made 
an effort, a fruitless effort to rise, and in another moment, 
fell forward senseless on the table. 
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Perhaps you would like to see the fatal epistle, 
that had such a stunning effect on Miss Browne ? Here 
it is : 

“ Cathedral Road, 

“ Madras. 

“ My. dear Rachel, 

“ What has become of you ? I have written 
and written and written, and begin to think you must 
be dead. Seriously, Mrs. Hogan has sent me two 
terrible letters about you, declaring that she must 
have money at once,—surely you wouldn’t wish your 
own child to starve, you know you told me that your 
own little income of fifty pounds a year, was to be put 
aside solely for him ; and you would support yourself 
as a single woman. Mrs. Hogan informs me she has not 
heard from you, or had a penny since you left Madras, 
and the last payment was made more than eight months 
ago. You know she cannot keep the child for nothing; 
he is no;w a boy nearly two years old, she has her 
own children to consider, and I am always in debt ; 
you know me of old—milliners’ bills—chronically broke, 
and never having a pice, I can call my own ! 
Do post her a good sum, on receipt of this letter, by 
hook or by crook—or else, she will send your little 
fellow to the workhouse. She declares she will,—for 
he and she and hers, have been wanting the neces¬ 
saries of life ! Her other alternative is, that she will 
appeal to your husband, and tell him of your and the 
child's whereabouts; so you see, that there is not a 
moment to be lost; and surely you would not let your 
own flesh and blood starve, or go on the parish ; even 
if you have to pawn your clothes, you must send money. 
Mrs. Hogan is now at 3 Clubs Court, Bermondsey, S.E. 

Your affectionate friend. 

“ Fanny Phillips.” 
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After all, it was only a momentary giddiness that 
had seized Helen ; almost before Katie was beside her, 
with salts and toilet vinegar, she had recovered so 
far as to sit up, push her hair back from her temples 
in a half dazed sort of way, and, almost superhuman 
effort—pocket the letter which had given her such a 
violent shock. 

" It was some bad news, something you’ve just seen 
in that letter,” said Katie, following this action with her 
all-seeing eyes. 

” Yes ! ” faltered Helen, greedily seizing a glass of 
water, and drinking it off. “ There! I am better 
now ! ” 

“ Has it anything to say to your secret ? ” inquired 
Katie timidly ; '* the secret, you are obliged to keep 
from Rupert ? ” 

" It has everything to say to it,” replied Helen with 
emphasis, " it is a phase of the secret, tor which I was 
entirely unprepared,” now standing up and laying her 
hand on Katie's shoulder. ” I cannot tell you what it 
is—but oh ! how I wish I could ! ” 

Seeing her companion’s face of grieved, half incredu¬ 
lous amazement, she added, " Never mind, Katie, you 
shall know all about it some day, and now, if you don’t 
mind, I will go up to my own room for a little.” 

” Yes, go and lie down, and here,” hobbling quickly 
after her, “ take my smelling salts. I wish that horrid 
letter had been burnt, beiore it ever reached England 1 ” 

” That would have been worse than all” replied 
Helen emphatically,—looking back for an instant, 
before she closed the door. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

W HEN Helen reached her own apartment, she 
seated herself on the first available chair, and 
endeavoured to collect her senses, and adjust her ideas. 
So the other Miss Browne was married, and had a child. 
The wedding ring, was not an empty token ; no wonder, 
she had evinced such reluctance to assume another 
character, and to appear in borrowed plumes,—and 
she, Helen Browne, who had masqueraded in her 
personality, who was living in her situation, and 
under her name, was responsible for this dead woman's 
child ! who by all accounts, was almost starving! 
Money must be sent at once, and without the delay 
of another post; but where was the money to come 
from ? Her own fortune was at present a dead letter 
—the yearly income of fifty pounds belonging to the 
child’s'mother was also a dead letter,—for how could 
she claim it, even if she knew how to set about 
receiving it ? Here was a dilemma indeed ! From 
neither of the two characters which she had per¬ 
sonated, could she receive one penny! and yet this 
poor little waif and stray, was dependent upon her, 
and must be maintained ! She rose, and opening her 
dressing-case, took her small, very lean purse, and turn¬ 
ing it absolutely inside out, began to reckon up its 
mea°re contents. One pound thirteen and fourpenc_e 
and ° two halfpenny stamps represented her worldly 
all. The cream-coloured costume, she had worn at 
the dance, although made up by her own clever and 
tasteful fingers, and its accessories, the hat and gloves, 
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had made a serious inroad upon her funds; and her 
next quarter would not be due for another six weeks. 
How she hated the bare notion of asking for it ! and 
turned over in her mind several schemes for getting 
a little money,—but each and all on cool reflection, 
proved impracticable. She could not sell her watch ; 
how, when, or where ? she could not borrow from 
Katie, nor from Rupert,—ten thousand times no ! 

Alas ! there was nothing for it but to face Mrs. Des- 
pard, and boldly to make the required demand. Once, 
having deliberately made up her mind as to the course 
she was to pursue, she lost no time in unnecessary 
delay; the longer she waited, the more nervous she 
would become ! it was a very disagreeable, but inevi¬ 
table task, but the sooner it was over, the better. 
So she hastily bathed her face, rubbed her cheeks with 
a hard towel, smoothed her hair, and hurried downstairs, 
and inquired of one of the footmen—whom she sur¬ 
prised lolling in his master’s chair in the writing-room, 
perusing the Field —if she could see Mrs. Despard for a 
few minutes on business ? 

“ Oh yes, she was to walk in,” came the answer from 
the little blue drawing-room, where she found Blanche 
buried in a deliciously luxurious bergere and a French 
novel, and Mrs. Despard seated before her writing-table, 
immersed in the by no means pleasing task of looking 
over the items of several large,—and in her opinion, 
monstrous 1—milliners’ bills. Never of a very urbane 
and gracious temperament, her present occupation 
had created a fire of burning indignation in Mrs. 
Despard’s bosom. 

“ Twenty-five guineas for my opera cloak, Blanche, 
do you hear 1 and she said it would be fourteen at the 
outside. It’s iniquitous,—I call it swindling ! Sixty 
guineas for my black lace and silver gown,” speaking 
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in capital letters, and in a tone of absolute horror. 

“ Awlul. awful ! Just robbery and nothing else.” 
r “ Yes, she certainly is a wretch,” murmured Blanche, 
without even raising her eyes from her enthralling 

study. 

“ A wretch ! I should think so ! And here is thirty 
guineas for vour last evening frock. Oh, do attend, 
Blanche ! ” she added irritably. " It is all very well for 
you to go on reading, and munching chocolate, and 
taking everything as a matter of course, but how am 
I to show Madame Elaine’s account to your father , 
he gave me five hundred pounds two months ago, and 
said it must last for ages! You can get iro more 
new dresses,—you are shamelessly extravagant . 

“ Oh, come, mother, this is a case of the ‘ pot and 
kettle,’ ” rejoined her companion, with easy frankness. 
“ It was only the other day. that you had those new 
earrings ; and you know you have plenty of ways o 
getting money out of father. Put another hundred 
pounds on to the housekeeping bills,—stick down an 
extra fifty for the County bazaar there s a hundred 
and fifty at once, and you can easily economize. V\ hy 
keep that doddering old Jenkins m the garden ? He is 
long past his work, and Katie and Lulu needn t go to 
the seaside this year. They’re never very keen about 
it ; leave them here with their idol, she concluded 

SaI prom the foregoing conversation, it will be readily 
imagined! that our friend Helen could not prefer her 
modest request, at a more unpropitious moment 

‘‘ An advance of salary. Miss Browne, exclaimed 

Mrs Despard in a tone of incredulity. ' I regret tha 
it is entirely out of the question,—and utterly foreign 
to my principles; 1 never pay for what 1 have no 

received.” 
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“ But I do want this small sum so very, very, badly,— 
perhaps for once you would make an exception,—only 
once,” urged Helen with pink-cheeked humility. 

“ Really ! why I’m not surprised, I quite understand 
your embarrassment, a pressing bill no doubt ! Your 
most foolish and unsuitable style must entail con¬ 
siderable expense ; that dress of yours at Cardew was 
absolutely extravagant. But if your milliner is 
clamorous, pray don’t come to me, I absolutely set my 
face against all kinds of credit, debt, and excess ! ” 

Oh, Mrs. Despard ! and what about the little account 
for seven hundred and forty-three pounds, eleven shil¬ 
lings and ninepence ? now lying in your lap, to which 
is affixed a polite, but firm reminder—that “ as the 
account has now been owing for some time, an early 
settlement will oblige.” 

“ I assure you, it is not for debt, nor for any personal 
expense, that I want this small advance,” returned 
Helen. 

“ Then for what do you require your salary ? ” inquired 
Mrs. Despard, with rude curiosity. 

“ It is not in my power to tell you,” replied her 
governess, looking down in some confusion. 

" Then I am sorry to tell you, that it is not in my 
power to grant your request,” said Mrs. Despard, 
with an ironical imitation of Helen’s last speech. 

“ And now ! ” turning to her writing-table, with a 
little inclination of her head, ” I need not detain you 
any longer from your duties.” 

Helen had no choice but to accept her dismissal, 
and left the room with a heavy heart. What was she 
to do ? was the question she kept asking herself, as 
she slowly ascended the wide, shallow stairs ? 
Happy thought, as she reached the first landing, her 
fur coat 1 Would Miss Despard buy it now ? 
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Meanwhile the fair Blanche having placed her novel 
face downward in her lap, turned to her mother and 
said, “What can she want with the money. Mater? 
Not for herself! Not to pay a debt ; then it is for 
somebody else,—and for whom ? I would give a good 
deal to know,” pinching her chin reflectively. 

“ I'll tell you what,” returned her mother, with a 
sudden flash of intelligence, “ I believe it has some¬ 
thing to do with that letter that came this morning.” 

“ Why yes ! of course, how stupid of me not to have 
thought of it before! and how sharp of you, mother. 
Believe me, we shall find that there is some mystery 
about that girl; some unpleasant mystery. Oh ! if I 
only had the clue in my fingers,” drawing in her breath 
with a short, quick respiration, that augured badly for 
Miss Browne’s chance of escaping detection, or finding 
mercy at the hands of Miss Blanche Despard. 

“ And now I must go and get ready to drive over 
to the Fords’; it's a hideous bore. Don’t worry yourself 
over those bills, mother ; if the worst comes to the worst, 
I shall marry Ashley Ford, whose money is his sole 
attraction ; he certainly has plenty of that,—he is a 


well-gilded pill! ” 

“ Nonsense, Blanche, the son of that old parvenu ; 
his grandfather was a stonemason,—I never saw such 
manners. Gervase, our first footman, is a thousand 
times more of a gentleman.” But beforehermo her had 
concluded her speech, Blanche had already left the 
room, and was slowly dawdling up the stairs. As she 
ascended, she was surprised to see Miss Browne 

in the corridor,—evidently lying 
and that someone proved to be 


pacing to and fro 
in wait for someone 
herself I 

“ Miss Despard,” 


said Helen, suddenly accosting 

j 99 


her, " may I detain you for a moment i 
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“ Come into my room then, for I am just going out,” 
replied the young woman ungraciously, advancing as 
she spoke into a large and luxurious apartment. 

“ She's going to tell me something, I see it in her 
eyes,” she said to herself, as she turned, and faced the 
governess. 

“ You once offered to purchase my fur coat,” said 
Helen nervously. 

" Yes, I did,” returned Miss Blanche, sharply, ” and 
you promptly refused my offer.” 

“ Would you take it now ?—the coat I mean—it has 
been but little worn, and you can have it for half-price, 
—twenty guineas ! ” 

“ Half-price, how am I to know, what you paid for 
it ? ” returned Miss Despard. 

“ My mere word,” said Helen, becoming very red, and 
repressing her indignation with a strong effort, and “ I 
can show you the receipt ; I bought the coat at Harvey 
and Nicholls ” 

” Ah, well, I should certainly like to see that ,” said 
Blanche judicially ; “it was ridiculously dear, not 
worth more than thirty at the outside, and you have 
worn it a good deal. I’ll, let me see—I’ll give you 
fifteen pounds for it, when I get my next allowance.” 

“ Fifteen ! ” echoed Helen, with a face of blank 
dismay ; however, fifteen was better than nothing,— 
and she must have money. 

“ Very well, I will accept the fifteen pounds, but I 
shall want it now,” said Helen with decision. 

“ What, to-day, this very day ! ” exclaimed Miss 
Despard. 

“ Yes, if you please,” making a desperate struggle 
to appear collected. 

“ Oh, well, you [are a dun ! I'll see if Dolly can lend 
me the money ;* pounds, not guineas, you know, and 
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you may as well bring me the coat. I will wear it this 
afternoon,—as the day is a bit chilly. Pray do not lee 
anyone know that I bought it from you,—as I am not 
in the habit of wearing secondhand garments, but as 
you are in such absolute distress for the money-” 

“ You don’t mind doing me the favour of taking 
my forty-guinea coat for fifteen pounds ! " interrupted 
Helen, her patience giving way at last, and, indeed, 
considering everything, her self-command had been 
astonishing. 

“ Be so good as to send me the money in notes, before 
post hour,” she added with a haughty little bow, then 
turned away, and left the room. 

“ Send you the money before post hour ! ” repeated 
Blanche to herself, when she had recovered from her 
amazement at the insolence of the governess; “send 
you the money before post hour, you stuck-up fraud. 
Yes, that I will, and what is more, I’ll find out 
to whom you are sending it, before I’ve eaten my 
dinner.” 

Twenty minutes later, wrapped in Helen’s possession, 
Miss Despard was rolling down the avenue cn route to an 
afternoon Bridge party, and Helen had received two 
Bank of England notes in an envelope. These she 
enclosed in a hastily penned letter, dropped into the 
box in the hall with her own hand,—and then breathed 

a long sigh of thankful relief. 

What would she* have thought, had she been in the 
vestibule three hours later, an invisible spectator of a 
voung woman who stealthily unlocked the receptacle, 
and sorting its contents with swift, deft fingers, came 
on her own contribution to the evening post. It was 
addressed to Mrs. Hogan, Clubs Court, Glass Street, 

Bermondsey, London, S E. . . , 

” Ah ! ” feeling it between a sensitive thumb ana 
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forefinger, " so the fifteen pounds goes to a Mrs. Hogan, 
in a low slummy street in London.” 

Then pencilling the address hastily on a card, she 
said half aloud, " I shall pay a visit to Mrs. Hogan, 
and find out what she has to say for herself ? Unless 
I am mistaken, I have got the end of the clue in my 
hand now ! ” 


CHAPTER XVII 

A DAY or two after this event, Mr., Mrs. and Miss 
Despard, were announced as being among the 
recent arrivals at the most fashionable hotel on the 
Leas in Folkestone. Their departure was a blessed 
relief to Helen. Although she saw so little of her 
hostess, and her eldest daughter, nevertheless the air 
and atmosphere (moral) of the house seemed to be 
cleared in some indescribable manner. There were 
no longer storms, thunderclouds, or sharp showers of 
hail, and Helen felt that she could move about the 
rooms and the grounds, without feeling a presumptuous 
interloper liable to encounter Mrs. Despard’s frowns 

insolence° dl ° US CmhtieS ' and Blanch e's outrageous 

Miss Despard had taken advantage of a dav's halt 
in town, to plead a long owing visit to a schoolfellow. 
Wearing her plainest clothes, and a thick veil she 
took the Tube to the nearest station to Glass Street 
having carefully made out her route by map and 
r rt of ? atur ally s "e f° und herself in a grange 
wJkW “L ? fter a “^derable amount If 

usual language, she discovered Mrs. Hogan at home 1 
Her enterprise was successful, and her warmest ^ti- 
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cipations, more than handsomely fulfilled. When she 
arrived back, in Lowndes Square, the amateur detective 
felt as if she had been taking part in some play, or had 
had a peep into another and undreamt of, existence ! 
She resolved to keep her adventures entirely to herself, 
not even taking her mother into her confidence. She 
was in remarkably high spirits at dinner, that evening, 
as she realized the fact, that she held a weapon that 
would inflict on that insolent impostor, Miss Browne, <i 
mortal wound. All she now waited for was Rupert's 
return from Naples; and it should be his hand, not 
hers that should deal the fatal stroke ! 

Meanwhile Miss Blanche hugged herself over the 
delicious prospect of her enemy’s discomfiture, and 
thoroughly enjoyed her stay at the seaside. Here, 
escorted by one of the garrison from Dover or Shorn- 

cliffe, she 'paced the Leas ' and listcned to the band ' 
played croquet, or tennis,—and motored about the 


The death of his uncle had released Sir Rupert, and 
bv the middle of September, he was hastening to his 
native shores, as fast as steam could convey him. 
Much against his will, he was detained a day in ho ke- 
stone on the pretence of escorting Blanche to London, 
the following morning; and she viewed his impatience 
to return to Cardew, with a jealous fury, that was 
partly corrected and subdued by the thought of he 
eclailissement that was in store for he r infatuated 
relation ! She had hinted to her mother, that a 
• • grand expose of Miss Browne was at hand, .and that 
sh e was about to open Rupert’s eyes, to which h 
mother, after vainly endeavouring to wrest the seer 
from her daughter, irritably replied . 

" Open his eyes as much as you P'“ se - d ° 
you may,—he will never marry you! I have realized 
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that, for some time ; my dear, he knows you too well. 
You have been so much together, that he looks upon 
you almost as a sister ! ” 

Mrs. Despard was right, when she declared, that her 
cousin knew Blanche too well ! 

“ It is quite true,” returned her daughter, with a 
set face, “ that he may not marry me ; but he shall never 
marry Miss Browne ! Never ! ” 

The next morning eleven o’clock, saw the cousins 
speeding up to London. They were not alone in the 
carriage—some friends, to Blanche’s unmitigated rage 
and disgust, had accosted them, and occupied all the 
vacant seats with many smiles, and expressions of 
delight,—so there was not the smallest opportunity 
for the amiable traveller to make a communication, 
that was figuratively blistering at the tip of her 
tongue ! 

When the cousins arrived at Victoria, Blanche, who 
was a young woman of large resource, said : 

“ As you cannot catch any train home before three 
o’clock, you may as well come and lunch with me at 
my club in Dover Street. Let us go there now ; we 
have quite a good chef, the hall porter will take charge 
of your luggage, and as you must have a meal some¬ 
where, you may just as well lunch with vie” 

To this invitation, Sir Rupert agreed, although he 
would have preferred to snatch a meal at his own 
club, the Naval and Military, and see some of his pals, 
and hear some of the news. However, he was well 
inclined to have a little talk with Blanche,—he hoped 
that he might enlist her good offices for Helen, and 
make her future position easier ! 

Blanche was looking remarkably smart, she en¬ 
countered several lively friends, in the club lounge ; 
they had a nice little lunch together, and afterwards* 
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repaired to the smoking-room, where they were followed 
by the page with coffee, and cigarettes. 

Tn a short time they had this smoking-room to them¬ 
selves,- London in September, is still more or less 
empty. 

As Rupert put down his coffee-cup, Blanche said 
suddenly, “ I'm so glad the place is deserted,—for there 
is something I want to ask you.” 

“ Ask away,” he answered, lighting a cigarette with 
some deliberation. 

Is it true ? ” she paused, and then went on—" that 
you are engaged to our governess. Miss Browne ? ” 

Perfectly true,” he answered, no longer lounging, 
but sitting erect, and meeting his cousin’s eyes with a 
look that carried conviction to her mind. “ But how 
did you know our little bit of news, Blanche ? Did 
she—did Helen tell you ? ” he inquired eagerly. 

“ Oh, no, she hasn’t mentioned the fact to anyone, 
that I am aware of,—I guessed it.” 

“ I hope you admire my taste, and that you and 
your new cousin will be the best of friends.” 

“ No, on the contrary, I don’t admire your taste,” 
said Blanche sharply, “ and she will be never a cousin of 
mine ! Listen to me ! ” arresting Sir Rupert’s indignant 
protest, " Miss Browne will never be your wife ! ” 

“ Well, it won’t be my fault if she’s not,” exclaimed 
her lover. 

” Because,” said Blanche, slightly raising her voice 
and laying her hand on his coat sleeve. 

“ Because what ? ” he asked impatiently. 

“ Because she has a husband already ! ” 

For nearly sixty seconds Sir Rupert surveyed his 
companion with a glance of indignant, but rather amused 
scrutiny, and then said : 

"If I were you, Blanche, I would not let my 
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animus, carry me too far. You have never liked 
Helen." 

“ But what, if I can prove my words ? " she said, 
drawing nearer to him. 

“ Prove what you like, I warn you, that I never 
believe anything of what I hear, and only half of what 
I see.” 

*' But I suppose you will admit, that seeing is 
believing ? " she asked in a tone of sharp interrogation. 

“ Cela depend! ” he rejoined with a shrug of his 
shoulders, and a laugh—the laugh was a mixture of 
irritation, and contempt. 

"Then, what would you say,” said Blanche, now 
stung to intense exasperation, " if I were to inform 
you,—that Miss Browne is not only a married woman,— 
but has actually a child, nearly two years old ? ” 

" If you were a man, I would say, that it was a most 
infernal lie ; but as you happen to be a lady, I merely 
remark, that you are misinformed,” he replied, rolling 
his cigarette slowly between his fingers, in a manner 
that aggravated Blanche beyond the verge of patience. 

" And if you have brought me here merely to repeat 
improper, and startling fiction,—I can suit myself 
better at any railway bookstall.” 

" I brought you here, to do you an act of pure friend¬ 
ship, declared Blanche, now livid with passion " and 
you received my intelligence with smiles, and sneers 
txo your way; marry this woman, and the consequences 
be upon your own head ; what I have told you is 
absolute fact I can show you her child, within the next 
nail-hour,—I can show you her own handwriting — 
enclosing money for his support! ” 

" Forged ! ” declared her companion, quietly. 

• y< J U beUeve in her implicitly ? ” and Blanche’s 
voice was almost a scream. 
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A bow was her only reply. 

“ Very well, then, I'll challenge you to come with me 
and see the proofs yourself ? If you refuse, I shall 
know that you are afraid that you may witness what 
will shake your faith. Now will you come ? I dare 
you to come,” she added hysterically. 

“ All right, I answer your challenge! I pick up 
the glove,' and I will accompany you ; but just one 
word,” he said, looking at her steadily, with a face 
that was stern and set, “ if I find Miss Browne—as I 
firmly believe, the innocent victim of your unfounded 
animosity, I will never speak to you again.—You 
and I will be strangers, Blanche, as long as ever I 

live." 

“ Oh I I agree to your conditions, 1 said Blanche, 
rising, and looking very white and determined. “Iam 
perfectly prepared to accept all the consequences. 
Now let us go down, and get a taxi, and drive to 
Bermondsey. If there are no bad blocks in the traffic 
you will see Miss Browne’s little boy, within the next 

half-hour ! ” 


CHAPTER XVIII 

B LANCHE and her cousin drove away from Dover 
* Street in solemn and eloquent silence, never 
exchanging a ’word, both being in a High state of menta 
Son One, was furious, the other, exultant ! 
sf Rupert was so startled, and astonished by the recent 
fcen* that hH mind was driven out of .ts usual calm 

C °rouid this girl, who sat beside him with the white 
rimdlce have some queer kink in her brain ? As far 
IfL knmv, there was no touch of insanity in the 
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families of the Despards, or the Beaufort Brownes. He 
would have given ten pounds at this moment, to be 
able to soothe his raw-edged sensibilities with a cigarette ; 
but on the other hand, he would not for a thousand 
pounds, ask his companion for a favour. 

In less than the prescribed time, the cousins found 
themselves halting in a narrow thoroughfare, to the 
outspoken amazement, and amusement, of an in¬ 
quisitive crowd of noisy boys and girls,—who were 
enjoying a half-holiday from a neighbouring Board 
School. A taxi-cab, was a novelty in Glass Street, and 
the like of Blanche’s elegant grey tailor-made, and 
white winged hat, had never been beheld in that locality. 
Her neat boots with grey spats, provoked many laudatory 
remarks, and as for the chap with her, he looked “ a 
little bit of all right,” not unlike Dandy Jim, the hero 
of a play that was drawing the community—prices 
sixpence, to one penny.—Quite a gathering, closed round 
the couple, as they arrived at Number three. Mrs. 
Hogan lived upon the second floor, the door stood wide 
open, and they walked up very dirty stairs to the 
one-pair front, where they found the object of their 
visit, Mrs. Hogan with her hands full. 

She was in the act of administering to four children,_ 

a belated afternoon meal, the time being three o’clock. 
These were ravenous-looking shock-headed young people^ 
seated round a plank table, demolishing enormous 
hunks of bread and dripping, washed down by milk and 
water,—but a cosy little black teapot on the hob, 
contained some of the right sort of liquid for Mrs. 
Hogan’s own refreshment. 

Mrs. Hogan was a hard featured, weatherbeaten 
Irishwoman, with an honest face, and a burly figure. 
Her stiff black hair, was confined in curling-pins, she 
wore a stained tweed skirt, a dirty blue apron, and a 
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blouse of the same complexion, fastened where buttons 
were missing—with murderous-looking brass pins. 

Mrs. Hogan appeared to be not a little startled by the 
arrival of her guests, and paused, milk-jug in mid-air, 
to ejaculate, “ Holy Fathers ! what’s all this ? " 

Hut she was speedily put at her ease by Miss Despard, 
who calmly assured her, that she had just brought 
her cousin to see her governess’s dear little boy ! and 
to take her the latest news of him,—as he was going 
down to Thornhurst that evening. 

Lors ! you don't say so ! times is changed, Miss. 
Won’t you and the gentleman take a sate ? ” Blanche 
—reckless of her gown—bravely accepted a chair, but 
her cousin remained standing. 

“ Mrs. Bland give me to understand,” resumed Mrs. 
Hogan, speaking with a high Cork brogue, “ as how 
no one was to know a word about Freddy, on account 
of his Dada, you see ; but if this gentleman likes to 
tell his Mamma, he saw him fine and hearty—well 
here he is ! ”—patting a tiny white-haired child, whose 
head was on a level with the table, his mouth crammed 
with bread and dripping, and who merely acknowledged 
the introduction by rolling a pair of farge milk-blue 
eyes, from Blanche to Rupert, and back again. 

“ This is Freddy, Freddy Bland, he is a little pale 
and peeky-looking like all Indian children, but bless 
your heart, he's as tough as leather, and he’d ate the 
house ! ” 

“ You brought him home from India yourself, did 
you not ? ” said Blanche, sitting down, and speaking 
encouragingly. 

“ Why, yes, Miss, to be sure I did ; his mother wanted 
to get shut of him, fearing the climate. He was a 
miserable little crowl! ” 

“ Ah 1 I did not quite hear all about him the other 
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day,—and it is such an interesting story,” said Blanche. 
" This gentleman is a great friend of Mrs. Bland’s 
indicating her cousin, who stood with his back to the 
door, looking unpleasantly grim. 

" Won’t the gentleman sit down ? ” said Mrs. Hogan 
hospitably dusting a chair. 

No ! the gentleman preferred to stand, and the 
gentleman now went and stood in the window, wearing 
an expression of countenance impossible to describe. 
One thing was certain, he did not appear to be in the 
least anxious to hear Mrs. Hogan's narrative. 

Well, you see, Miss,” said the worthy woman 
who was garrulously given, and loved the sound of her 
own voice, " my husband, Dan Hogan, though he was 
only a Private, was a fine, strong, well-experienced sort of 
man and he was made storekeeper up at Bivar, a small 
hill station in India, terribly out of the way. We and 
the Commandant and the doctor, and about twenty-five 
others, would be up there alone, excepting for the blacks, 
lor as much as six months out of the twelve. Well 

Bland B a t 1 d ' r real pr ?‘ y gir1 ' was the wife Major 
Bland the Commandant, she married him down 

m the Plains, all in a hurry, after her brother's death 

and didn t Major Bland lead her a life and a half ! 

wa^^r m haSte , and repcnt at lcisure .' ‘here never 
was a truer word ; he had terrible fits of drink and 

ZtZ'FiZff mad '~ man y' s ‘he time she went 

w 1 f h i fe “ was a '’ell upon earth to her 
that place, and she had no friends- no ntw 1^ ’ 

nothing but the sergeant's wife, and'the apothecary^ 

Thev did Sh ‘ WaS t hal£ ' CaS ‘ e ' “ black your boot P 

iney did say, as Major Bland was , irt +1 

Msr ins t sht 

was down m a big station, and was seen going abou? 
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roaring drunk, he'd be broke, as I needn't tell you,— 
his friends got him put away, snugly up at this place, 
until his pension was due,—and he could go home. 
Sometimes he wouldn't touch a sup of anything but 
water,—that would be when the draft and the people 
were up for the hot weather, and then he'd a terrible 
hold on himself ; afterwards he’d break out, like a 
hundred devils. One day in a fury, he chased Mrs. 
Bland round about the Bungalow, with a drawn sword 
in his hand, shouting and yelling like the madman 
that he was,—so the ayah told me,—and then Mrs-. 
Bland she comes to me, and asks me to take the child 
home ! You see, Dan was time-expired, ‘ worse luck,’ 
and we were going to England with drafts ; and when 
Major Bland was away in the jungle, we went down 
the hill, and took Freddy with us. The parting nearly 
broke his mother’s heart, God help her ! but she said 
it was her duty to send him away. She give me three 
hundred rupees, all she had, but I never got another 
ha’penny, till about three weeks ago,—as you know. 
Miss,” appealing to Blanche. 

Blanche nodded, and glanced at her cousin, who 
looked as if he had been turned into stone. 

“ Well, I may tell ye, that when the Major come home, 
and found the child was gone, he just half-killed his wife ; 
he beat her, he cut her face, and give her a black eye, 

_she wasn’t fit to be seen for weeks,—anyhow her life 

was terrible, and she made up her mind she would 
run away too,—and besides she was pining fearful 
after the child ; so she slipped off down to Madras, 
took another name, got a friend to help her to a place 
as governess,—and came home last January, in the 
Calcutta ,—a woman I know is stewardess,—and she has 

been with your people ever since.” 

Here Mrs. Hogan ceased, momentarily breathless. 
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What was she like ? ” demanded Sir Rupert 
suddenly. 

" When she first come up the hill, she was as good- 

looking a girl as Anyone would wish to lay an eye on_ 

she was tall, and slight, and had lovely hair.” 

“ And has she never been to see the child ? ” 

" Not wancc, and that surprises me, it do ; but I 
believe she's keeping dark for fear of the ’ Major • 
he is in England now, and I believe, searching for her 

high and low. Dan saw him in the street one day_ 

D an has a good job in the gasworks—the Major looked 
terrible, for all his new clothes; his face so red, and 
blotchy. He stopped and spoke to Dan, and told Dan 
he was on the war-path 1-aU the same he wasn't very 
steady on his feet! However, Mrs. Bland's pretty 
safe, where she is from what you say, Miss 1 never 
seemg strangers, and going nowhere I Still I think she 
might have sent me a line in six months, not to speak 
of some help,—and I'm surprised, she has never made 

“dire ttlc Freddy - but ^ 

eagerly" ^ Sh ° W the Ie “ er ? " asked Sir Rupert, 

alacrit"y d - '"‘i !f' d Ho S an ' with 

fiftppn y ' s S P ot ev ery day I get an envelope with 

u fff 5 m rt ’ Not but w hat I'd always keen 
the child for nothing,—I'm that fond of him onlv 

times is hard, Dans pension is onlv a shillin' ’ i y 
and although he has a situation 7e is not as tteadv 
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Yes ! it was in Helen’s writing, there could be no 
doubt of that ! Sir Rupert had two in his breast 
pocket at the moment, in the same familiar hand. 

“ Mrs. Hogan,” it began, 

" I enclose fifteen pounds for the support of 
the child. I hope he is well I am sorry I could not 
send you this money sooner, but I trust I shall be 
able to forward another sum, within the next three 
months. 

“ Yours faithfully, 

“ H. Browne. 

“ Thornhurst, 

“ Wallingford.” 

'• Seeing was believing,” with a vengeance ! Sir 
Rupert felt the letters dancing before his eyes, as he 
penised this fatal little document; even Mrs. Hogan 
was struck by the ghastly pallor of his countenance 
as he handed back the epistle without a word of 

comment. . ,, , , • A 

“ You do look shocking bad, sir, she exclaimed , 

“ sit down, do let me get you a cup of tea,”—her 

remedy for every ill, that flesh is heir to ;< 

“ No no ” he answered impatiently, I 11 just go 

out into the air, then I’ll be all right. Good afternoon, 

and many thanks,” he added with an effort. 

•* Shure the thanks is all the other way ! whispered 

Mrs. Hogan, in response to a sovereign, which Blanche 

pressed into her appreciative palm as she held th 

door open for her departure. 

« Well now, Rupert, I hope you are convinced. Is 

seeing believing ? ” she asked, as she overtook him,- 

striding down the street in a kind of mental daze. 
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“ The idea of his wanting me to keep it dark, and give 
her another chance ! ” she remarked to her reflection, 
with a derisive smile. “ She can stay quietly at Thorn- 
hurst while we are at the seaside, as she will keep 
Katie and Lulu quiet, and prevent them from bothering 
us ,—but once we return home, then -/ " 

“Then!” was a word of portentous significance, 

implymg whole chapters of disasters, for unconscious 
Helen Browne. 


CHAPTER XIX 

« 

OIR RUPERT drove straight to Victoria, and was 
O fortunately in time to catch a train. It was 

LT °’ Cl0 K Ck aS hC WaS ddvin 6 U P the avenue 

at nmnihurst, with an expression of stern, unwaver- 

dln t°h U T ° n hlS countenan <*- As he travelled 
down, the only occupant of a first-class carriage, he had 

ample leisure to coolly review, and weigh the evidence 

f his senses; and had come to the calm and deliberate 

2'?"', th K' Helen Browne was a wily impostor a 
that V he°ha S d y i Cau . tlful and accomplished actress,—and 

that he had been her miserable dupe ! 

In the meanwhile. Miss Browne was deeply engrossed 

vith^eTunlT ' ™‘ h , Lulu and K *tie. and was losing 

" cut: throTt' bL^c hUm0Ur ' The tri ° wcre P> ay 4 

block^""YcnT ! ^ rie , d fi LuI t' layin S down her scoring- 

Miss Brorvne, ^ at 

anything l»e^r£ta!!"o? 

gotten the ,ook of an aceA^ve no^luc^ 
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“ Never mind, Helen ! ” said Katie, “ you are the more 
likely to have luck at something else ! ” 

Her words had scarcely died away, before one of the 
footmen entered, and announced, with impressive 
gravity. " Sir Rupert Lynn in the Blue Drawing-room 

to see Miss Browne." 

He added the name in a tone of solemn disapproval, 
and dignified protest. 

“ To see you ! ” exclaimed Lulu, and gaping at her 
governess with open-mouthed amazement. “ What on 
earth for ? What can he want at this hour . 

“ Never mind, Lulu,” said Katie hastily, probably 
he brings some message from father Run a ong 
Helen, and don’t keep him waiting. 1 here, you 11 do 

very nicely, your hairs all right. 

Helen needed no second bidding,—nor further pres - 
ing With beating heart she sped downstairs, turnec 
the handle of the drawing-room door, and in another 
second she found herself face to face with Rupert But 
the eager greeting died on her lips, and her smile faded 
hen ti,e encountered his stern demeanour, and frigid 

bow-anV heard his icy, ' How do you do, Miss 

“r ‘T though JT to a™" — 

butTam delighted to see you ” :she 1 added a blush, 

“but oh, Rupert, what is the matter. 

Se ? m ! ^ sure e yoT will understand the change in my 

heard, ,1a,. 1. » a 


4 4 
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r f 2U*T; but IVe ne y er yet come across a mother, 
pressivell reCOgnize her he returned im- 

said Hek*n. d ° y ° U mCan ? you are ta,kin « in riddles,” 

he rluheT . Frcd , dy « y° u r son. Mrs. Bland,” 
' , P d ' , But P^haps, 1, L . added with scathing 

before ? ^ " CVer hcard «* name of Bland 

" Ney cr til! dds instan,,- declared Helen. 

" Nor of A! 0 ' ^ ? ” l,C dra »»«W abruptly, 

distinctness. ^ ^ B ' she rc P ea,od with slow 

tlie tfck'ing'of’^litd '^l '''c 5 * tW<> minutes - during which 

victt‘ S iy R ouCt said ?"r 

" IVe never hVard of rtew' cried HeIen passionately, 

name again ! ” ° man : do not call me by her 

y °ur ^ T'TnqS hef compand 1 kn ° W 
-but I S S "‘ ha t s been, Helen Browne. 

senses this evening ” ° iaV ° taken leave of your 

Sirlu^rV" I H wiIh n t,:e C HnL d ‘f ,Unk f “» ' " Ported 

strong.” nk °* evidence, were not so 

in,uul evidence point ? ■■ 

* he fact that you, Mrs. Bland,—yes! '• he 

St 
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repeated in answer to her gesture of indignation—“ you, 
Mrs. Bland, lived unhappily with your husband at a 
little hill station in India, and in consequence of his 
outbreaks of violence, you despatched your infant, 

4 Freddy,' to England, in the charge of Mrs. Hogan, a 
soldier’s wife. Ah ! ” noting her rising colour, then 
speaking with cheerful encouragement, " come, your 
memory is recovering ! I was certain, that it could 
not be possible, to wholly forget the names and exist¬ 
ence of husband and child,—in the course of one little 

year ! 

“ I repeat that I never heard of cither, till this 
moment,” replied Helen with wonderful composure, 
but blazing eyes ! 

“ Did you never know Mrs. Hogan, who lives in 

Clubs Court, Bermondsey ? ” 

“ Oh yes, I’ve heard of her,” she answered. 

“ And you remitted her money within the last 
three weeks—for the support of a child in her 

A^low assent was barely audible from Helen s white 
lios * Surely the waters of destruction, were closing 
over her ; surely her mad escapade had brought incon¬ 
ceivably terrible results. „ 

“ You came home in the Calcutta as Miss Browne, di 

you not ? ” proceeded the inquisitor. 

Her bow was the reply ; her tremblmg lips refused 

th --Y°ou Ce came here direct, and took up the post of 
governess,—which had been procured by the good office 
of a friend in India ; we can trace your movements to 

tho oresent day, without a missing link. 

Unfortunately, it was too true, the weight of circum¬ 
stantial evidence was overpowering, and indisputably 
this truth came home to Helen, as she stood before he 
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judge, with an ashen face, and hands locked together 
m a vice-like grip. ’ 

I am sure it is unnecessary to state, that all is at 
an end between us, Mrs. Bland,” continued Sir Rupert 
whatever you may do,—and the laws of our countrjand 

“&b° sit %,,tiy up ° n >° u - 1 -ere 

torann.ve at Bigamy, or to marry the wife of another 
come den CndeaVoured “> s Peak, but no words would 

capa™ 0 orsneh th i nk ‘ 0 5 ,00 e k a * > ou : tha ‘ y° u would be 

and such studied h^o'erisyf^Wel?''yoTha "’ ickedncss ' 
a lesson for life.” Y ' y0U havo g*vcn me 

finding her !oice° Ur ”7 S ‘l!" , me ? Hcl ™. a ‘ l«*t 

you promised that nothmg w<S chiS^" 

changed me 0 " 1 re a t r urn C ed C rr tanCCS n °"‘ ing "™ dd '«ve 

and pain breakine ' k C ° n ?P amon ' his bitterness 

faith; there s a bonndT u th T “ a limit one's 
ends; bcl,cf in ‘>>c Possible. 

propose to crossThat bne V C ° mmcnces - 1 not 
You will admit that it u^hB" ,° r y ° U ' Mrs ' Blantl - 
to discover that the eir h f h ,l' s ‘ a Sgenng, for a man 

the angels,-7s a wde id ne , U ‘ ‘°"’ er thaI > 

she, the object of his first and^nnl^ ? mo f h ? r ; and that 

wluted sepulchre full of terrible sccretVr ' 1 Pretty 

“ what am I to doThow'Sfl^i''^ hand ,? in des P air . 

'• How indeed ? ” repeated Sir p" mySC ‘ f ? 

" Listen to me I ” she evH & 5 up . crt conically, 
tion, “ I SW ea r to vou in th d "' Ith sudden anima- 
I am not what I se^m ” ° m ° St soIemn man ncr, that 

" That I canleasily believe.” he responded. 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


136 

“ I am neither wife nor mother; I never saw either 
Major Bland—or the boy ! Never ! 

" And yet you sold your wearing apparel, the very coat 
off your back, to provide for the boy’s support. How 
i> that ? Are you prepared to deny that also ? ” 
inquired Sir Rupert, with raised brows. 

“ No, that I admit.” replied Helen. 

" Well, then, in admitting this, you admit all ! It 
entirely passes the bounds of possibility, that one 
woman would sell her clothes in order to support the 
offspring of another person, of whom by her own 
accounts, she knows nothing,—and has never seen. I 
remember your beautiful coat quite well,—it must have 
cost you a pang to part with it. And now I think we 
understand one another,” he concluded, looking round 

for his hat, and preparing to depart. 

“ I understand you ; but you do not, and will not 

understand me” cried Helen impulsively. ” Shall I 
tell vou who I am ? will you hear me ? ” she pleaded 
with outstretched hand. ” I know that appearances are 
frightfully against me. that everything around seems 

black_but I had looked to you to stand by me. Shall 

I tell you, who I am ? ” she repeated eagerly. ” I cannot 

wait for months,—I must speak now. 

•* Mo, no, thank vou,” he returned with a densive 

smile ” pray do not tax your powers of invention any 
further. I must confess, that you look astonishingly 
voumr for the parts you have undertaken young in 
years * apparently, and old in deceit. Well. I know 
you now Mrs. Bland, and I think there is no more to be 

S U " There is a great deal more to be said ; but you will 
not listen I would have listened to you, in similar cir¬ 
cumstances. Your love is worth little your mth wa 
a fiction ; we are not likely ever to meet again, but some 



A RASH EXPERIMENT i 37 

tWn'i- Wi ‘ h great difficuI ‘y. a " d choking. ” I 

so h^ of— e " S ° rry ‘ hat y ° U il ‘ dgcd 80 hardl, y a " d 

sliihcsiir f ir Rl ;Pc-*-t was leaving the room, and as 
SI t Hesitated, he added Mrs. Bland ! " And then 

depart UrC renundalion - «!*"«! the door, and 


^riAl-'l jbK XX 

K A hI gathe f d fr °™ Helen’s drawn white 

=:=S”^-£ 

bed Vh Kat!e i l" ngaS f inS y ? Ung P crs °n had departed to 

Rupert, at ^ d Wa Hde n 0mi N 0 ™ 

merely the bare pl aia , act was^a?^ "’ CrC SUpplied - 

Helen,'’ in°ans'lver'dfh^r , f t l lat * as tl,e reason,” returned 
it is hard totATst -when d * qUerios - “ No d o-bt 
one,” She added hopdc^ly; Ppearances arc d cad against 

want him I to P dbcover f0 v e r’ OUt sonu 'thing, you did not 
usual alertness of intellect SUggested Katie » with her 

a ™s H K m rrt n h d e1abre ,Cn ' h ‘' r "" ad ™ - 

hushed interrogation ^ ? aSked Katie ’ in a voic e of 
is all I -gj^that 
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whatever you do, never be led into deception ; never 
attempt to impersonate another character,—even in 
fun ! 

“ The last thing that I should think of doing,—or 
could do," returned poor Katie, with painful thoughts 
of her own deformity. 

“ But I’ll tell you what I think,—shall I ? ” 

“ Yes," said Helen, raising her eyes, heavy with unshed 

tears, to Katie’s dainty profile. 

“Whatever mischief or harm has been set going, 
believe me, that Blanche is at the bottom of it ! It 
seems a shocking thing to say of my own sister,—but 
that is my firm conviction and belief." 

We will not linger over Helen's tears, her agony of 
regret for her lost dream of happiness. Instead of 
future golden visions of beatitude, a hideous nightmare 
seemed to encompass and threaten her; she had a 
presentiment that something dreadful was about to 
happen. All she valued most was gone,—now that 
Rupert despised, and disowned her—Oh, when would 
she be free from the shadow of her fatal fellow- 
passenger ? When would security, : nd her own identity, 

be restored to her ? , . . A A , , 

A few days after Sir Ruperts visit to Ihornhurst, 

Katie and Lulu announced, that they would drive over 

to Cardew,—the mere name of which now affected Helen 

like a brand of hot iron upon her mind.—Not that there 

was any fear of meeting Cardew’s master, he had left 

home two days after his interview with Helen, and no 

one had mentioned his whereabouts. , 

Helen excused herself from joining her pupils, pleaded 
a racking headache, and declared that she would be 
down till tea-time ; but instead of lying down and having 
carefully locked her door, Helen drew out and opened for 
the fast time, her fellow-passenger's two modest boxes. 



139 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 

The first contained merely linen and underclothing ; 
the other, several familiar dresses, some music, a few 
articles of Indian jewellery, a well-worn riding-habit, 
and three volumes of Letts' Diary. 

She hastily packed away the contents of both trunks 
merely keeping out the album, and the diary. Yes! 
she was going to read it,—for was it not her diary ? 
and must she not be prepared for the consequences of 
\anous actions, that no doubt were written down 
between its leaves. So she bathed her hot forehead with 
eau-de-Cologne, drew a creaking basket chair close to 
the window, and opened first, the album. 

This contained a large assortment of mediocre-looking 
people; there were views of bungalows, and tennis 
gioups, and people on horseback and people in carriages. 

I he particular photo of one good-looking young man 
appeal ed in various forms. There was also a large photo- 
graph of Rachel, evidently taken before care had set 
its seal upon her countenance,—and what a pretty bright 
girl she looked ! Further on. there was a photograph 
representing the wreck of her charms ; a ghastly, 
cheeked young woman, with frightened eyes ; bearing 

:r Fre r dr ? * o? PUny ’ ^ Htt,e CreatUr °' W clothes^ 

of 1 -in d offir f - COUrS S ° ppos,tc to this picture, was one 
ofhcer . la undr f s uniform, a man with a heavy 

nit hv StaC1C ’ an ? an ex Prcssion of fiery defiance 
not by any means a plain man,—but not by any means a 
pleasant personality. y y means a 

Major Bland ! ” exclaimed Helen, “ or I’m greatIv 
mistaken. So this is the individual that Rupert believes 

Wiftsrjs'; t p sg 

r'ssrsasS 

was a lapse of weeks and months without a single 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


140 

rntrv. It seemed to extend over a period of about four 
years—- 


“ Nagapett, 

February 3rd. 

Oil. my dear Diary ! I have not written one word in 
you vet, this year; what a shame ! I have been enjoy¬ 
ing myself so much, that I’ve not had a moment to 
spare, even for you. I fancy that very happy people 
never keep Diaries,—but they ought to, so as to look 
back on all their good and pleasant days, and to spend 
them over and over, and over, again. Well, but I am 
writing rubbish ! Let me see. The gunners’ ball was 
on the first of January, I danced nearly all night with 
Freddy, yes ! in spite of my chaperon's angry scowls. 
On the 4th. we had that long ride, dinner, and a moon¬ 
light dance in the old palace ; Freddy again ! On the 
iotli, Freddy dined here, on the 12th Freddy had tea 
here, on the 15th. 0I1, what a white day ! Freddy asked 
me to be his wife ! Yes, I’ve been engaged to Freddy for 
more than a fortnight, and I'm so happy that I can 
scarcely sleep,—sometimes it seems to be all a dream ! 
Brother Bill likes Freddy, and thinks he is a real good 
sort ; he laughs and chaffs me, and says, ‘ he is getting 
me off his hands at last ! ' Poor Billy, I’m afraid he will 
be dreadfully lonely at first,—but I shall still be in the 
station, and he will dine with us every night. 

“ April 5th. Oh, April the 5th, I shall always hate 
you ! Freddy has just told me, that he has been ordered 
to take a draft of men to Aden,—he will only be away 
three weeks at most, and will be back here for my 
birthday, the 8th of May ; but I don’t intend to marry 
him till June. No ! no whatever he says. May is 
an unlucky month for weddings. 

“ April 27th. A wire has been posted in the club, 
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to say that there is cholera at Aden. How am I to live 
through this awful anxiety ? eleven more long endless 
days,—how am I to live through them ? 

" May 8th. My birthday! A telegram has just 
come,—but I don’t believe it, nor ever shall. I can write 
down its news here quite calmly,—because it is not 
true. It says, that Freddy is dead ! 

“ March nth. Nearly a year has passed, and I 
have got over my great sorrow, I am alive and well,— 
I did not go mad. I laugh and talk, and eat, and drink, 
and dance, just as I did when Freddy was alive—and 
yet I know, that I shall never be the same. I see the 
reflection of my faded looks in people’s faces, surprise, 
pity, or indifference—I was very pretty once,—but the 
best part of me,—my heart,—is buried in the corner 
of that remote sandy cemetery, and in Freddy’s sun- 
scorched grave. Ah! what do my looks matter ? 
Who cares about them now ? 

" December 18th. Major Bland, who has come down 
from the hills to our little race meeting, wants to marry 
me. Why ? I’m sure I have no wish to marry him ! 
He is well off, they say; not bad looking, in a certain 
style, but there is a wild expression in his eyes some¬ 
times, that puzzles me ; then how restless he is, never 
able to keep still, and at the Race Ball, how odd he 
looked ! Was it, as he said, ' the sun ’ ? was it, as people 
said, the champagne ’ ? I am much too hard to please, 
Bill declares. Dear old Bill, I never intend to leave him ; 
after all there are only the two of us. Perhaps some 
day, he may find a nice girl to marry, and I shall turn 
into the old maiden aunt. 

No date. " I have not opened this since last September, 
not since Bill had a fall from his horse, and was killed on 
the spot, and I was left alone, and almost penniless,— 
that is to say, I have fifty pounds a year. Thanks to 
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Laura Phillips, I am no longer alone; also thanks to 
Laura, I am married. I am no longer Rachel Fraser, 
but Rachel Bland. We have spent our honeymoon 
in Agra, and we start for our new home to-morrow. 
Have I been wise ? Time will show ! 

“ July 4th. How lonely it is up here, they have all 
gone away, gone down to the plains, now that the 
weather is cooler, and James, the doctor and the barrack 
sergeant, and a handful of soldiers, are all that are 
left on this desolate hill station. How one misses the 
merry voices of one’s kind ! the tennis parties, the 
little daily gossips,—even the small and feeble jokes. 
How shall I drag on till next February, when they 
all come back ? How hateful it is sitting alone in this 
long bare verandah, seeing the mists rise in among 
the hills, watching the far away happy plains, growing 
dim in the twilight, and listening to the jackals, scouring 
round the Nullahs, and the hyenas’ hideous howl ;— 
listening too for his footstep—as he comes in from a 
long day’s shooting. I must tell somebody, or I shall 
die! Yes, I shall write it down in this Diary,—as there 
is no one to hear me. Far, far, beyond loneliness, 
nightfall, and hyenas, yes, and even snakes,—do I 
dread and fear him. There, Diary! you know my 
secret now ! 

“ November 1st. The baby has been named Freddy. 
I carried my point there, indeed he said it was such an 
ugly little devil, that he would not allow it to be called 
after him. Oh, baby, if I could love you better than 
I do, I would because of the name you bear ! Some 
day I may call ‘ Freddy, Freddy, Freddy,' and some day 
someone will answer,—and break the terrible silence of 
the last three years. 

“ December 20th. I shall certainly go mad ! I cannot 
endure this horrible uncertainty ! the sensation of lying 
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down at night, and never knowing if I shall see another 
sun ? Once I opened my eyes, his breath was on my 
cheek, hot and hurried like the panting of some wild 
animal; he was glaring into my face with eyes like 
flame, a long knife in his hand. Resolutely I gave 
him back stare for stare; agaze of unfaltering steadfast¬ 
ness, I believe, saved my life; for with a snarl of dis¬ 
appointment, he buried the knife, not in me,—but in 
the bedclothes ! 


“How he drinks! A whole bottle of brandy a 
day, always, and yet he is never actually intoxicated * 
how his hand trembles, and how wild he looks at times’. 
Without doubt, he is now and then actually insane. 
He sees things too ; is not this what is called ‘ delirium 
tremens ? Sometimes, he declares the dining-room is 
ull of sheep, and once he screamed out that he saw a 
large red devil standing in the doorway ! No one can 
inter,ere with him, he is his own commanding officer 
and n° one can save me. If in one of his fits of madness' 
he murders me, and cuts my throat from ear to ear — 

vai, mS n° en t‘ lre ftened._I may call and shriek 
in dktant 0 r S a 0n , e y bun e*l°w. our servants sleep 

bufthe : her ,\‘ S n0t a Soul near the housc 

but the old Chokedar, and he takes ‘ ganga.’ 

even J ^eal a t nd v® d ° Ct ° r ! lave quan-elled, I may not 
written r In Spite of al1 that 1 have 

He reads W C °" fess h ‘ hat James has good days. 
believe^W ^ ‘ aUght me pi < 5 uet . and and I 

the little wortf ay j In Spite of his awful failing, 
then he hC , ,aS f° d ° here .-is done well,-but 

then he has a good understudy. One thing is certain 
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he's extremely sorry that he has married me. He has 
told me, that 1 look like someone who has been buried, 
and dug up again.—I am so dead and alive, and he 
declares, that though he has been twenty years in 
India, he has never seen anyone ‘ go to pieces ’ as 
quickly, as I have done! 

****** 

“ With a drawn sword last night he chased me from 
room to room ; he imagined that I was a leopard ! I 
fled with baby like a mad thing from the dining-room 
to the verandah, the verandah into the bedroom,—the 
bedroom to the dining-room, and so round and round, 
he pursuing us with his head held low, his eyes glaring, 
uttering the most awful curses, and threats enough to 
turn one’s blood to ice. Thanks to Heaven’s mercy, 
he tripped in the matting, and fell,—and I had time 
to fly into my dressing-room, bolt the door, and barricade 
it with the furniture, and there baby and I lay on the 
floor for ages, listening to his oaths and imprecations, 
and violent assaults on the creaking, shivering partition. 
In the morning he appeared much as usual ; the attack 
had passed off, and he made some sort of muttered 
apology, for keeping me awake. My mind is thoroughly 
made up ; I shall send Freddy home with Mrs. Hogan, 
a very decent, honest woman. Her husband is a 
private,—and what is called * an old soldier,' but he is 
not a bad sort in his way,—though I am afraid he is rather 
fond of arrack. I suppose it is my duty to remain 
here as long as my reason holds out,—and moreover 
I have no money,—nothing but Aunt Fannie s little 
legacy of fifty pounds a year. Only for Jit tie Freddy, 
how thankful I would be to lie down and die !—but to 
die quietly, and peacefully ; to pass away in my sleep, 
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not to be murdered, not to be hacked to pieces, after a 
long and frantic resistance. 

No date. " Freddy went down to the Ghat to-day 
with Mrs. Hogan. Thank Heaven for all its mercies. 

“ I cannot endure this life any longer,—I am going 
down to Madras to my old friend, Laura Phillips; her 
husband has got a fine appointment down there, in the 
Revenue ; he will never dream of looking for me in 
another Presidency. The Apothecary's half-caste wife 
has sold some jewellery for me. He is going out 
to-morrow to shoot chikor, when he returns, I shall be 
absent.” 


****** 

This was the last entry in the Diary. 

Helen replaced the book, turned the key in the 
box, and sat down once more in the window, with her 
hands clasped in her lap, and abandoned herself to 
some moments of serious meditation ; she found herself 
responsible for the maintenance of a child she had 
never seen, and yet in spite of the terrible trouble that 
he had unconsciously caused her, Freddy should never 
want a friend. She would do all in her power to hide 
him, and keep him out of the clutches of his fiendish 
father, his fiendish father, who by all accounts, was 
actively engaged in searching for her ,—she could not 
refrain from a shudder, at the mere thought. 

In taking Rachel Brown s identity upon her, even in 
a temporary form, she had exposed herself to the hideous 
possibility of being captured, denounced, or possibly 
murdered, by a dangerous homicidal lunatic ! 

It was not only that all her delightful visions of 
happiness had been shattered, and that she now 
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appeared to her lover in the blackest of hues, but that she 
absolutely went in daily peril, not merely of being accused 
as an impostor, but in peril of her life. Now she could 
never rid herself of uneasy suspicions, and convictions 
that she was being watched, and followed ? 

These were not exhilarating reflections, for a girl who 
but for her own impulsive folly, would have been 
enjoying the society of numerous friends, living in 
what is known as “ the lap of luxury,” and finding her 
path through life, both smooth, and thornless. 


CHAPTER XXI 

T OWARDS the end of September, Mrs. Despard 
and her family returned home, and whatever 
spell absence had worked in her, and her eldest daughter 
with regard to their bite noire ; there could be no possible 
doubt, but that so far as Adolphus was concerned, he 
nobly embodied the good old motto, ” Absence makes 
the heart grow fonder.” 

Whether it was that Helen's pale cheeks, and increased 
slenderness of figure made a more direct appeal to his 
taste, than faint flush roses, and a gracious presence 
is not certain ; but he himself was inclined to be 
rubicund of visage, and of roundabout girth, and people 
generally admire their opposites. He now proceeded 
to lay siege to his victim in an alarming and determined 
manner, persecuted her with bouquets, books, and worse 
still, notes,—waylaid her on every possible occasion,— 
and" was resolutely stone deaf to every snub. 

His admiration and his attentions, were obvious to 
all ; even to his mother and Blanche, who lived so much 
aloof from the schoolroom! The poor schoolroom 
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governess was nearly driven to the verge of despera¬ 
tion ; she rarely opened a book, or took up her work, 
or moved an ornament, without having reasonable 
grounds to discover, some hateful lurking note ! 

I cannot stand this,” she exclaimed one day, tearing 
a little missive into twenty pieces, " it amounts to 
downright persecution. Only for circumstances over 
which I have no control, Katie, I really would 
g°.” 

In spite of circumstances, she was going ; going a 
good deal sooner than she anticipated, and alas ! making 
a most humiliating exit. 

As already mentioned, Dolly’s infatuation had not 
been^ lost on his mother, and she was no stranger to 
his ridiculous love making,” as she termed it. She 
had known this phase before, and provided that he was 
merely amusing himself, she was perfectly indifferent 
to the matter. However, one day she received a rude 
awakening. It was her habit to pay occasional visits 
of secret inspection to Katie's room and the school¬ 
room, when the young people were out, and one fine 
sunny afternoon, as she was making her rounds it 
suddenly occurred to her to open Miss Browne's work 
basket and there, lying on the top of all her embroidery 

addressed 6 ^ f V ‘ pCr ,n the S^-was a little note 

the governess ,n Dolly's well-known 
erratic writing, and was yet unopened ! Without a 

moment s hesitation, or the smallest scruple his anxious 

mother transferred the billet-doux to her own pocket and 

hurrying from the apartment to the privacy of her 

envelope" 1 ' iTf ^ ^torTlpTn the 

in fun but unnecessary to transcribe the epistle 
in lull, but after two lines of endearing epithets it 

-Yes Proffer 11 ^ enil Y t W ° rded ° ffer of marr iage. 

Yes ! an offer of marnage,” Mrs. Despard whispered 
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to herself in an awed undertone ; and she dropped the 
paper as if it had scorched her fingers. 

The old birds would be soon brought round.” 
declared the enraptured lover. ” Would they ? ” repeated 
one of them, with a stiffening of her person, which 
boded ill for the fulfilment of his happy prophecy ! 
“ This is going really too far, I must speak to Blanche,” 
thought Mrs. Despard. and she left the room in search of 
her Prime Minister,—that is to say. her eldest daughter. 
As soon as she had found her, she began abruptly : 

” It appears, that it is not enough that Miss Browne 
has bamboozled your father, and entangled Rupert, 
but she must have Dolly in her net, into the bargain,” 
cried Mrs. Despard, and she thrust her son's incriminat¬ 
ing note, into her daughter’s hand. 

” I should like to know what you think of that, 
Blanche ? ” she inquired, after a somewhat long 
silence. 

“ I think that Dolly is a stupid little fool! ” responded 
Miss Despard with energy; then making up her mind 
with sudden resolution, she added. ” but you need not 
be in the least nervous, mother; she cannot marry 

Dolly, nor Rupert either.” 

“ But why not, what is there to prevent her ? ” 
demanded Mrs. Despard forcibly. 

” Just a trifling obstacle,” replied Blanche, ” her 

husband ! ” 

'* What ! ” almost screamed her mother. 

“ Yes ; for some time, I have known that she is a married 
woman,” returned Blanche, with an air of modest pride 
in her own discovery; ” she is no more a Miss Browne 
than I am ; she is a Mrs. Bland, the wife of a drunken 
Indian Major, separated from him, and has a child in 
London iri the care of a soldier’s wife ; that was why 
she wanted an advance of salary, to remit money for 
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his keep. She sold me her fur coat, she was so terribly 
hard up.” 

“ A married woman with a child ! Why, she doesn’t 
look more than one and twenty ! ” gasped Mrs. Despard. 
“ Well, you are a clever girl, Blanche,” gazing at her 
offspring with unqualified admiration. “ I always felt 
that there was a screw loose ; she did not give me the idea 
of having spent five years in India, though, of course, 
she must have done so; but I always understood that 
India aged people; and what an unscrupulous impostor, 
just an adventuress ! What can Laura Phillips have 
been thinking of. to recommend her ! I suppose she 
hoodwinked her too? Well!” throwing up her head, 
"your father won’t be able to say anything now ; and 
go, she shall, to-morrow at the latest ! it is my duty to 
everyone to dismiss her at once.” 


And this was a duty from which Mrs. Despard never 
shrank, that of getting rid of an obnoxious inmate ! 
Smoothing her hair, and pulling down her long lace 
sleeves, she sailed out of the room, and made her way 
to her husband's study, where she laid the matter 
before him, with considerable vigour of speech and 
gesture. Presently Blanche was summoned as a 
witness, and without any reserve or hesitation, gave 
her parents a full description of her visits to Mrs 
Hogan Mr Despard. when the recital was concluded, 
sat back in his arm-chair, looking absolutely stupefied. 
His wife s air was calmly triumphant, and it may be 
here recorded, that she didn’t fail to seize this golden 

F ? ad her husband a sharp lecture on 
the folly of elderly men, who allowed their reason and 

ideas of right and wrong, to be perverted by the charms 

and a a" K,° U c ad Y enturess - with plausible manners, 
and a passable face ! 

Misfortunes, as we all know, rarely come alone. 
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they are fond of company. Only that very morning 
Helen received a letter from Wurra Burra, telling 
her that her uncle had had a bad fall from his horse, 
had broken his leg in two places, and injured his back, 
and that his recovery was likely to be tedious, and 
" that they were not likely to be able to arrive in 
England before January, if then ? But," added her 
aunt cheerfully. “ as you are so comfortably placed with 
your own family, and so fond of your cousins, I feel 
sure, that you will not be so greatly disappointed 
after all! Of course it is tiresome, having to play 
the part of governess, but you were always rather 
a success in that line ; Jean and Annie were all the 
better for your lessons in singing and dancing. It is 
awkward too, about your money, which cannot be 
touched either here, or in London, until one of us goes 
to England, and proves your identity. However, time 
will not be long running round, and as you have said 
yourself, you are well content where you are." 

Well contented where she was ! What irony, in the 
expression ! This was a cruel blow ; she had expected 
her uncle and aunt to be in London in November, and 
she had believed that her own pride and self-will, 
obstinacy, or whatever they pleased to call it, would 
hold out till then. It was too hard, after all her anxious 
anticipations, and her counting of the very days to 
their arrival, that her purgatory was to continue! 

Helen laid her head down on her arms, and 
wept with heart-broken bitterness. How was she to 
endure her present life for four months longer ? how 
was she to bear with Mrs. Despard, to tolerate Dolly ? 
and to stifle the aching pain that was ever and always 
at her heart ? The remembrance of Rupert, and the 
agony of wounded pride, and blighted hopes. 

That same evening, after tea, she was sent for to the 
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drawing-room,—she alone! " No ! not the young 

ladies too ! ” 

“Mr. and Mrs. Dcspard wished to see her,” said 
Robin Redbreast. There was something ominous in 
the solemn manner in which the message was delivered, 
and Helen’s heart beat with a vague feeling of alarm, 
as she obeyed the summons, and almost mechanically, 
followed the footman downstairs. 

“Miss Browne, ma'am,” said the Redbreast, abruptly 
announcing her, and thus launching the miserable 
victim into the lions’ den. 

She found the family, its grown-up members assembled 
in full conclave, evidently prepared to deliver judgment 
or rebuke, upon some weighty question. Mr. Dcspard 
was standing on the rug, with his thumbs in the arms 
of his waistcoat, gloomily surveying the carpet, Dolly 
was sitting astride a chair, with a red and solemn 
countenance, Mrs. Despard and her daughter occupied 
the sofa.—their countenances were grave, magisterial, 
and severe. 


CHAPTER XXII 

W E have sent for you, Mrs. Bland "—Helen 
started visibly—“ we have sent for you,” 
repeated Mrs. Despard, in a high acrid voice, “ to inform 
you that we know all about you, as to who you really 
are, and how shamefully you have deceived us, and I 
beg to state that both Mr. Despard and myself 
waving one hand towards her better half—” are shocked 
at the imposition you have dared to practise upon us, 
and have no further occasion for your services ! ” 

Helen remained speechless, standing half-way between 
the sofa and the fireplace. 
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" To think.' continued Mrs. Despard, invoking the 
ceiling with the deepest solemnity, “ that my own 
cousin, Laura Phillips, would have assisted you to 
this situation. A woman separated from her husband ! 
with a child in the slums of London, a woman with a 
false name, and probably,” now regarding Helen with 
a knife-edged look from her narrow slits of eyes, “ a 
woman of little or no character; but Laura and I have 
not met for years,” turning to her husband with an 
explanatory gesture; ” Laura was always an oddity, 
and more or less a fool about money, and other things, 
and no doubt she has got into slack Indian ways. 
Have you anything to say for yourself, Mrs. Bland ? 
she added after a pause. 

“ I have to say that I am not Mrs. Bland,” returned 
Helen, speaking with an effort. All this time she was 
standing alone in the middle of the room, as befitted 
a convicted criminal, upon whom judgment was about 
to be delivered. 

“ Not Mrs. Bland ? ” echoed Blanche, with a dis¬ 
agreeable laugh. “ I suppose the next thing we shall 
hear is that the child with Mrs. Hogan, is not 
yours ? ” 

“ You are right,—it is no more mine than your 
own,” replied Helen. 

“ No ! of course not, and you never sold your fur 
coat, to pay for its keep ? And you never wrote to 
Mrs. Hogan, to ask how he was getting on and promising 
more money ? It’s all our imagination,” said Blanche 
with withering sarcasm. 

“ p)id you even come home in the Calcutta ? ” 
inquired Mrs. Despard, following up her daughter’s 
lead. 

“ Yes ! I came home in the Calcutta,” assented Helen 
in a choked voice. 
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“ And you’ve been figuring here ever since as an 
unmarried girl,” broke in Dolly wrathfully. “ By Jove, 
it beats everything ; just the limit, and no mistake ! 
Fancy taking me in, not to speak of Rupert, and our 
both being dead nuts on a married woman.” 

" Be silent, Dolly ! ” said his mother imperiously ; 
“ and console yourself with the fact, that you are not 
the only person that Mrs. Bland has deceived ! You 
would make an admirable actress, madam ! I should 
really recommend you to try the stage ! And 1 need 
scarcely remark, that you need not refer to me,— 
with regard to another situation ! ” 

Then what am I to do ? ” asked Helen boldly. 
“ No one will take me without a reference.” 

“ 1 should think your wits would easily provide you 
with one; you must tax them to-morrow morning,” 
was Mrs. Despard’s calm reply. 

Am I to understand, that I am to go to-morrow, 
and without a character ? ” 


“ Without a character,—certainly,” responded Mrs. 
Despard, “ and, indeed, only for my husband’s kindness 
you would have gone to-night ! ” 

" But what in Heaven’s name am 1 to do ? without 
a home, without friends, surely you will not be so 
cruel ? allow me to remain under your roof just a little 
longer,—till I can hear from friends.” 

Certainly not,’ replied her hostess in a frosty tone 
and it is useless to clamour like this.” 

” You have plenty of resources, Mrs. Bland.” said 

Blanche, so many characters at command ; if you 

have not been so successful in this one,—why not 
assume another ? ” * 


? n 7 n -f, 0 bay * HeIen re P lied impetuously, “ 
well I will tty as you kindly advise,—another 
sonation. 


Very 

per- 
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Yes ! making up her mind with lightning rapidity, 
she would declare herself at last ; in such desperate 
straits, there was no alternative ; to be turned adrift 
in the world, minus money, friends, or reference, would 
simply mean, starvation ! 

“ Shall I tell you who I really am ? ” she asked, 
looking eagerly from one to another with crimson 
cheeks, and speaking with impressive utterance. 

A simultaneous laugh from Blanche and Dolly was for 
some minutes her sole reply. Presently Mrs. Despard 
remarked—with majestic deliberation : 

“ Thank you ! No, I do not think that our credulity 
would stand a further strain.” 

“ Aunt Isabella,” turning upon her sharply, ” I 
am your niece, Helen Browne, from Australia ! ” 

“ Aunt Isabella ! ” echoed Airs. Despard, half rising 
from the sofa, and then collapsing again. ” How dare 
you, madam, how dare you call me aunt ? you are no 
more my niece than, than,” looking round for a simile, 
—” that coal scuttle. My niece is dead. A bold 
stroke, indeed, to pretend that you can attach yourself 
to me, Mrs. Bland.” 

“ I solemnly declare that every word I have said is 
the truth, it is indeed,” replied Helen, with quivering 
lips. ” At least let me speak ! Give me a hearing,” 
she urged, turning with an imploring hand, to where 
her uncle, who had observed with strict neutrality 
and solemn silence, stood leaning against the chimney- 
piece. 

“ At any rate let her speak, Isabella, she has a right 
to be heard. What is your story, Miss—I mean, Mrs. 
Bland,” he asked with assumed severity. 

, “ Story indeed,” sneered Blanche, quite audibly. 

“ But I am not Mrs. Bland,—I never even heard of 
the name till the other day-” 
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Here she was interrupted by a boisterous “Haw! 
Haw ! ” from Dolly. 

“ My name is really Helen Browne, my father Algernon 
Beaufort Browne was Mrs. Despard’s brother.” 

" That is a falsehood,” interposed her aunt sharply, 
"an impudent, audacious falsehood.” 

" And he died at our house at Toorak, in Melbourne, 
as you know, nearly two years ago. My uncle, Mr. 
Angus MacGregor, is my guardian. I lived with him, 
and his family on a sheep run, until last January. I 
was tired of the station life, and I wanted to come to 
England—in response to your repeated invitation.” 

Here Mrs. Despard gave a loud and unladylike 
snort! 


“ As I was not of age, my aunt and uncle were greatly 
averse to my coming to England alone,—but at last 
I carried my point. My uncle paid my passage with 
great reluctance, and gave me a hundred pounds and 
took me down to Melbourne, and put me in charge of 
a lady who was going as far as Colombo. He told me, 
he was not at all pleased with me,—as he belongs to 
an old-fashioned school, and he said that if I got into 
any trouble within the time, before I came of age he 
would not come to my assistance, and that I must take 
all responsibility upon myself. My chaperon and I, 
parted at Colombo, and for the rest of the journey I 
felt for the first time in my life free, and independent. 
When I continued my voyage and came on in the Cal¬ 
cutta, I made the acquaintance of another Miss Browne 
—some years older than myself; we shared the same 
cabm, and became great friends, and I discovered to my 
astonishment, that we were actually bound for the 
same home-” Here Helen paused. 

She had been speaking with an immense effort, her 
heart was palpitating foolishly, and her lips were 
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trembling, so that she could scarcely articulate ; but 
after a moment or two she recovered her self-command, 
and continued in a calm even voice : 

I was always inclined to be reckless and impulsive, 

and it suddenly struck me that it would be a splendid 

plan for the two Miss Brownes to change places for 

the time ; 1, to personate the poor governess, and she 

to take the part of the wealthy Australian. I have 

always had a horrid fear of being liked for my money, 

and I thought I would try and see if my relations 

could love me for myself alone, and then when I had 

• 

secured their affection, I intended to reveal my little 
fraud." 

“ As you are doing now,” put in Blanche ruthlessly. 

“ For some time," continued Helen, “ Miss Browne 
would not listen to me, but at last 1 over-persuaded her, 
and she entered into the plot,—but only for board 
ship. I have now too good cause to know, her urgent 
reason for declining my foolish, my imbecile project. 
The passengers and Captain had never seen much 
difference between us, and readily accepted Rachel as 
the heiress, but in a fearful storm one night, she died 
of disease of the heart, and when I recovered from the 
shock, I found that all my belongings, papers, and 
money, had been scaled up and put away as her property, 
that my aunt, had been written to and acquainted with 
my death, and that I was now in real earnest, the 
' Poor Miss Browne.’ ” 

" Poor Miss Browne ! " echoed Dolly ironically. 

Helen took no notice of this cruel interruption, but 
continued her tale, now addressing herself exclusively 
to her uncle. 

“ 1 had not the moral courage to inform the other 
passengers that it had been partly a joke—and was 
now a miserable mistake, so I waited till I arrived in 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


157 


London, where I saw my father's solicitors, Sharp and 
Short.” 

“ Ah ! ” interposed Mr. Despard significantly, " I 
know the firm ! ” 

“ They—or rather Mr. Sharp, refused to believe my 
tale,—he wouldn’t listen to me ! ” 


“ Wise man,” interpolated Blanche. 

“ You see, I had no proofs of my identity ; for 1 
had no luggage, except the other Miss Browne’s, which 
of course did not belong to me. I had but little money, 
no acquaintances, so my only resource was to come 
and take the situation here in earnest. I wrote out to 
my uncle, and told him of my dilemma, and he was 
very much vexed, but said that it was a punishment, 
and a good lesson to me for my headstrong behaviour 
and crazy folly, and he added, that as he believed I 
was happily and comfortably situated among my own 
relations, and under my aunt’s roof, he would not help 
me, nor come to my assistance, till December, when I 
shall be of age,—and he and my aunt and cousins are 
all returning from Australia ! ” 


And the child ? inquired Mrs. Despard pointedly 
“ I never knew, that the other Miss Browne was 
travelling under an assumed name, that she was really 
a Mrs. Bland, and had a child in London, until the 
° ther J? a y.’ when 1 received that enclosed note from 
Mrs. Phillips, a stranger ! As I have taken the place 
in a certain way, of the child’s mother, of course I am 
bound to provide for him, at least for the present, to 
the utmost of my power. I do acknowledge that re¬ 
sponsibility I gather that Mrs. Bland was very 

hk X1 f°^T t0 K e ?Pj he li i t , le b °y out of the clutches of 

Ib a t f fi her ’, b m - Maj ° r Bland ’ 1 have ncver seen,—and 
that the child is mine, and that I have even seen it 

I most positively deny. I have been to a certain extent' 
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a most unwilling.impostor; I acknowledge, that I have 
acted with extraordinary follv ; a follv for which I 
have been bitterly punished, and I am your niece. Aunt 
Isabella,” turning to conlront a stony-faced figure on 
the sofa. " Won’t you believe me ? My father always 
said, that I was like his family \ " 

Mrs. Despard glared at her niece in rigid silence. 
No ! she would never acknowledge this fair-haired 
romancer as kith and kin ; she was an actress to the 
manner born. Glancing at her husband and son, she 
recognized, the effect of this young woman’s eloquence. 

Supposing for one second, that what she had been 
telling them was true ? The mere idea made Mrs. 
Despard’s veins run ice. 

“ Very nicely told indeed ; you have the most wonderful 
imagination, and nerve, but you are not my niece 
all the same,” she remarked, with terrible emphasis. 

“It reminded me of the Sultana Sheherazad in 
the ‘ Arabian Nights,’ ” remarked Blanche, “ but I 
really think that to try to assume the character of our 
rich Australian cousin who is dead, is a little beyond 
your powers. Do think of somebody else, Mrs. Bland ! ” 

“ Blanche ! ” exclaimed Helen sharply, ” some day 
you will be sorry you’ve been so hard on me. You 
believe me, don’t you, Mr. Despard ? "she urged, turning 
to him with anxious eyes; ” you’ve always been my 
kind friend ! ” 

Poor Mr. Despard, with his wife’s eyes transfixing 
him like two steel poignards, how dared he say, “ Yes ” ? 

“ No, no, my dear young lady, I cannot admit that 
I am convinced. I’m afraid you are labouring under 
some strange hallucination with regard to your own 
identity,—you must not ask me to believe, that any 
girl who is not practically an idiot, would have done 
what you profess to have done, would give up her 
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comfortable income, her happy future, and change 
place, of her own free will, with a complete stranger, 
the acquaintance of a few days, and accept the role] 
of a poor friendless governess. No, no, it is too much.' 1 
putting up both Ins hands with a gesture of deprecation. 
“ w,i y (li(1 you not make your story known to the 
Captain ? Why did you not discover yourself to 
us months ago ? ” 

‘‘Ah! why indeed,” echoed Helen with tears in her 
eyes. “ Then you do not believe me ? ” she added looking 
sorrowfully round. " Oh ! won’t you ? ” she added, with 
a sob wrung from the depths of her misery. 

No, Mrs. Bland,” said her hostess, rising ” we do 
not believe you ; you are remarkably clever, but you are 
not my niece! You know as well as I do, that the 
poor girl was buried at sea, and I daresay you attended 
her funeral! And now since I have said my say, and 

The h t?t e said k yo T’~7 we nccd no ,on ^ er (U>tain Vou ! 

The station cab will take you to the station to-morrow 
the eleven twenty-five from Wilmington, and I do 

n °“ Tf? WdI b ? ncccssar y ^r us to meet again ” 

swear ”0 Chi,d ’ 1 ™st -lemnly 

“ Go ! ” cried Mrs. Despard. seizing her rudelv bv 
the arm, and leading her towards the door. “ Do not 

impostor ! ” ^ n ° nSCnSC ! V- audacious 

And in another moment Helen found herself thrust 

SK haU - and the -SILSSSS 


i6o 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


CHAPTER XXIII 

- PHF next morning Helen, having collected and 
[ packed her small belongings bade a sorrowful 

adieu to her two friends, Lulu and Katie. Sitt g 
the side of her bed, with Katie's hand in hers and 
I ulu's arm encircling her neck (Lulu in floods of un 
becoming tears), she repeated her story- of the previous 
eve” on this occasion, to warmly interested, and 

h^iTmVot'surprised, no, not one bit!" declared Katie 
Now I know why it was, that I took to you from he 
fir , t • vou are my own cousin,—next thing to a sister, 
and 'there was ahvays some secret sympathy between 

LUlU Yes S iTm a and I must go now ; I hear the cab coming 
Yes 1 am, an ^ rftc to you both, of course. 

often," ". S e0 * b ” kl " 

circumstances I iop cousins (who seemed almost 

several hearty lasses « q{ hef dcpart ure). she dragged 
stunned by the su «- . . nns and hurried from 

herself from their f*™**^^ fetain her self . 

the room.-despera \y^ ^ nsing emotion , nd to 
present* 1 a cairf immovable mien to the remamder of 
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the family. But none of the other inmates came to 
wish her good-bye, save John Thomas, the footman, 
who handed her an envelope addressed to “ Mrs. Bland." 
This was from his mistress. On his own behalf he 
added a knowing, and significant wink. 

This envelope contained her salary, this, Helen 
discovered as she was rapidly driven down the avenue— 
six pounds, seven shillings and sixpence. IIow far would 
that go in the great London world ? How was she 
to pay for Freddy ? 

Before she had gone any distance, the carriage came 
to an abrupt halt, and Mr. Despard's pink good-natured 
face appeared at the window. He had a note in his 
hand, and also appeared to have something on his 
mind. 

I thought I would say good-bye to you,” he began, 
" aR d tell you how sorry I am that certain unfortunate 
matters have occurred. I wish to thank you, for all 
your kindness to my little Katie, and to ask you to 
accept this ! ”—tendering an envelope with rather a 
frightened expression on his genial countenance. 

“ P° y°u give it to your niece, or to Mrs. Bland ? " 
inquired Helen, with surprising composure. 

" Olii well, ahem! in fact,—well I suppose to Mrs. 
Bland,” he answered with a stammer. 

“ Tlien as Mrs. Bland is not here, it is not in my 
power to accept your kind gift,” returned Helen very 
stiffly. “ The poor woman is dead, as I told you last 
night,—I see you are still sceptical about me,—that 
I am really Helen Browne, and come from Australia.” 

I cannot believe that,” he answered in the same 

key. 

“ Th ^ n 1 cannot accept your offer." leaning back as 
she spoke. “ There is no more to be said except 4 good¬ 
bye. Please tell the coachman to drive on." and with 

6 
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a little bow. Miss Browne was carried away, leaving Mr. 
Despard standing in the muddy road, his offering in 
his hand, and feeling for once in his life, very much like 
a fool ! 

A casual looker-on, would have imagined, that he was 
an unfortunate petitioner, and that she, was some great 
lady,—to have judged of the scene by a passing glance, 
—whereas he was the owner of the land on both sides 
of the road, and she, was a nobody, faring forth to fight 
the battle of life, with half a dozen sovereigns in her 
pocket. 

Where was she to go ? She must decide without 
loss of time. She thought of Mrs. Hogan, and caught 
at her name, as a drowning man clutches at a straw. 
She might be able to help her to some humble decent 
lodging in her neighbourhood; she would then look out 
for employment, endeavour to get orders for needle¬ 
work, and thus earn her bread, until the MacGregors 
came home. She opened her little bag, took out her 
uncle’s letter, and read it over again. Little did the 
writer imagine, that when Helen would be reading it, 
she had just been cast out into the world as a strange 
dog is kicked into the street, and that far from being 
among her own kind relations, she was homeless and 
friendless,—without a roof to shelter her. 

When Helen arrived in London, she drove direct to 
Mrs. Hogan, a long and intricate journey, paid and 
discharged the cab, and had her boxes earned into the 
hall,—to Mrs. Hogan’s unqualified amazement. Her 
own shock-headed progeny were still happily at school, 
Hogan was at the Gas Works, and Helen had no audience 
for her remarkable tale but Mrs. Hogan and Freddy. 
There was no doubt whatever, that she was not Mrs. 
Bland that important fact was plain to the matron, 
who listened to Helen's story, with her hands on her 
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hips, her eyes widely staring, and many and fervent 
ejaculations of astonishment, dismay, and pity. Yes, 
pity! She listened with the conviction, that every 
word that came to her ears was the gospel truth ; then 
she burst into long repressed speech, and welcomed 
the stranger with hearty Irish hospitality, insisted on 
removing her hat, and administering that sovereign 
remedy for every ill, a strong, and long-brewed, cup 
of tea. 

After tea and bread and butter,—thick chunks of 
bread, and highly-flavoured butter—had been con¬ 
sumed, Helen felt considerably better. Oh, what a 
relief and happiness, to be no longer another person ! 
but to assume her own identity, and be in the company 
of one who did not think that she was telling lies. 

Mrs. Hogan was one of those admirable people who 
never allow the proverbial grass to grow under their feet; 
and leaving Freddy in Helen's charge, hastened away to 
don a green cloth jacket, and a tweed cap, and then 
bestowing hreddy (pro tern.) upon her landlady, took 
Helen to inspect some quiet respectable lodgings within 
ten minutes’ walk of her own apartments. They were 
very small, two tiny rooms looking out upon a sooty 
black wall, but they were clean, and cheap.—six shillings 
a week, with hot water in moderation, and one candle. 
So the bargain was struck! and Helen and her boxes 
were safely housed before nightfall, Ilogan himself 
bringing them round upon a borrowed barrow. His 
indefatigable wife accompanied her protegee to a general 
grocery shop, and assisted her to lay in a supply of 
bread salt butter, tea, sugar, and a couple of red herrings, 
and having escorted her to the door of 2, Alexandra 
Gardens, took leave of her for the night. 

In a few days Helen had settled down in her new 
sphere, had unpacked her boxes under Mrs. Hogan’s 

6 * 
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own eyes, and that lady recognized and gave the 
detailed history of various familiar articles, that had 
belonged to Freddy’s mother. 

That’s the Shantung dress a friend sent her up from 
Madras,—she wore it at Badminton parties ; and there’s 
the serge, she wore in the rains, I mind it well, and 
seeing the Dirzee making it in the verandah." 

I’ll cut it up for Freddy, it will make him his first 
trousers,’’ said Helen cheerfully. “ I might get a little 
coat out of the rest of it. J’m so glad my cousins out 
in Australia taught me to cut out, and sew." 

“ Deed, and it’s badly off the poor child is for clothes ! 
he has hardly a rag to his back,” said Mrs. Hogan ; 
" and some of these petticoats and white gowns of hers, 
will come in finely for nightshirts." 

So for some time Helen occupied her handy fingers upon 
Freddy’s wardrobe, and Freddy became much attached 
to his " Mamma," as he called her, and spent a consider¬ 
able part of his days, at Number 2, Alexandra Gardens. 
Why Gardens ? one might ask ? there was not a tree, 
or a blade of grass, within a quarter of a mile ! 

When Freddy’s garments were completed, his new 
mamma turned her attention to fancy work, and bought 
some rather expensive materials, and embroidered a 
cushion cover in silk, upon white satin. Hogan, the 
handy, made her a sort of frame, and she worked hard 
at this for nearly three weeks, and when completed, 
it looked really lovely. Mrs. Hogan was loud in her 
raptures, and declared that " it would be dirt cheap 
for twenty pound ; " but Helen thought five would be 
ample, and started off in high spirits to offer her goods 
in some of the West End shops, but alas! for her 
hopes ! Some refused it altogether, and declined to 
even look at it! they had more already on hand than 
they could dispose of. Japanese and Chinese embroidery 
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was now the fashion, and English work was out of date ! 
Some turned it over contemptuously, and criticized 
the design, or the colours, and no one offered her as 
much as the bare cost of the material. There was 
nothing for it, but to return home with a heavy heart 

Hden% ou"“ 0thCr p |an . ,or ,mkin t' money. Meanwhile 

Helen s purse, was nearly empty; when her next week's 

fit/ i n Paid ' 1 S ‘ e WOUld llave in the worl(J . would be 
five shillings, yes, just five shillings standing between 

her and absolute want; she had no winter jacket 

and the cold seemed to penetrate her bones A long 

tramp about the streets for three consecutive days -? 

striving to dispose of her work,—had a serious effect 

even upon her hardy constitution. For one whole 

fortnight she was confined to her bed with bronchitis 

mo d th C ? U ? h ', Mrs ' Ho S an tended her with almost 

into that worthv ' a " d ' ,aVine l>OUn ' d lu ' r troubles 
omted 1 erX y 6 r 0man 5 ^I^hetic ear (and In¬ 
in arrears^witlt* her*rent) Tf a " d a w “ k 

of November F ddy ' and stru «! lcd °n till the end 

cruel lyt is to ? 

most desperate straits* lnd h. , that she was in 

kxight^'and^vtaring^figu"^ ' 11 ^ 0 ^^'' 1 'nLerMM ^little 

r c d r oid 

Once, a hamper arrived, oh, such a income hiper ! 

6t 
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from Katie and Lulu; bought out of their own 
money ; money that more than once they had ventured 
to send and that more than once, had been gratefully, 

but firmly returned. , . , 

(Ay! returned! when perhaps for a whole week 

Helen had been keeping soul and body together, on no 
better fare than bread and tea,—with an occasional, 
and doubtful egg.) She made a little money by painting 
cards and colouring photographs and for some water¬ 
colours which she had executed at Thomhurst and 
Cardew— really artistic sketches of bits of the h ardc ' 
or glades in the park. Sketches, that in a P™mment 
shop and with a prominent name, wou d have fetch* 
a good many guineas, for these, she dared no con¬ 
sidering her circumstances—refuse a proffered hal 

CI The hamper was more than welcome. It contamed 
a ham, -what a stand-by! butter, eggs, tea, a pair ot 
fowls a large box of chocolate, and a huge family cake 
the latter found special favour with Freddy, and the 

younger members of the Hogan family. 

* But even a substantial hamper cannot hold out tor 

r y T 

cheeks hoXw,’ and" her whole hoaxing seemed broken 
down, and depressed. . wor bing by her handful 
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week’s rent,—the door of her room was burst open, and 
Mrs. Hogan appeared on the threshold, evidently in a 
state of the greatest excitement and consternation. 
Closing the door behind her, and gesticulating with 
almost tragic significance, she plunged into a seat and 
said : “ The fat is in the fire this time, and no mistake ! 
Hogan saw him in Regent Street.” 

“ Him? Do you mean Major Bland ? ” asked Helen. 

“ And who else ? ” rejoined her companion. Hogan 
is mortal sure he had an eye on him,—and maybe lie’s 
followed him home, I wouldn’t put it past him, for he 
knows that once he makes us out, he’ll be able to lay 
a hand on you, and Freddy.” 

“ Kut he has no power over me,” said Helen resolutely ; 
“and as for Freddy, his mother implored me to keep 
them apart,—and I shall never give him up to his 
father.” 

balkin’ is easy ! ” said Mrs. Hogan, shaking her head, 

‘ and my dear life, you don’t know the Major ; he is 
capable of any mortal thing, from putting you in an 
asylum, to cutting your throat.” 

“Then what’s to be done, Mrs. Hogan? have you 
any suggestion to make ? ” 

" Wen, for one thing, I think you had best keep 
r reddy for the next couple of days, and when the Major 
comes ferreting round. I'll swear black and blue lie’s 
not in my keeping. I expect if he took to the law! he’d 
be bound to get the charge of his own child,—only they 
might suspicion he wasn’t all there. He certainly is 
as mad as anyone that’s jailed up in Hanwell, when 
he has those fits on; and 'tisin Hanwell he’d a right to 


After a little discussion it was finally arranged that 

Fr Fnr y th?V°. b f ma ?° ° Ver t0 Hden for a short time. 
For the first few days, she and he, * remained close 
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prisoners in the house, but receiving no alarming news 
from Mrs. Hogan, she gradually ventured forth, and 
one fine afternoon, took the child for a run in 
Kensington Gardens, and to sail his penny boat upon 
the round pond. As she was slowly turning homewards, 
reluctant to exchange the nice bright gardens, and 
the crowds of happy-looking, well-dressed people, for 
her dismal little back room with its blank outlook,— 
horse-hair chairs, rickety sofa, and sparsely-furnished 
cupboard, — she heard quick footsteps coming up 
close behind her, and a familiar voice startled her, 
saying : 

“ I beg your pardon, but your little boy has dropped 
his boat ! ” She raised her eyes, and there was Sir 
Rupert standing before her with Freddy’s toy in 
his hand. He looked astounded, when she turned 
round, and he discovered that the shabby young 
woman he had followed, was actually the perfidious 
Mrs. Bland ; Mrs. Bland walking hand in hand with 
her little boy, Mrs. Bland completely unmasked, and 
yet, vilely and inexcusably as she had deceived him, 
he could not hate her as much as he felt was her due. 
There was something even yet, in her fair, but now' 
haggard face, that allured and compelled him to pity 

h er _in spite of his common-sense. The brilliant 

beauty which for a short time had won her so much 
admiration,—not to speak of envy, hatred and malice, 
—had completely deserted her. Her cheeks were pale, 
• her eyes looked sunken, and her clothes seemed to hang 
loosely on her wasted figure. Indeed, she was almost 
unrecognizable as the lovely Helen Brown, who had 
come to Cardew, and carried off his heart. He sur¬ 
veyed her with a look of something between horror 
and compassion in his steady dark eyes, and said : 

“ Is it you, really ! so we meet again. 
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Yes, returned Helen, taking the little boat from 
his hand almost mechanically, “ we meet again.” 

“ \ ^ sorry to see you looking so awfully ill,” 
scrutinizing her face gravely. " I’m afraid you’ve 
had rather a bad time; will you not allow me to help 
you in some way? God knows,” he added bitterly, 
you deserve nothing from me ; but still I can’t bear 
to see you like this.” 

“ You may keep your reproaches, and your com¬ 
passion, replied Helen quickly; ” put them away 
with your broken promises." 

Broken promises,” he cried indignantly; “I like 
that, this,comes uncommonly well from you ! ” 

Yes ! she insisted, “ you promised to trust me 

themselves. ”° r WOe ’~ truSt me ’ “ °»* the angels 

And I am to hold to that trust, when I find that 

you are a married woman, when I actually meet you 
W^mg w “ h your Iittle boy? Yours y ast 

would l^ nary h ! maginc ’ that any sane man 

would be such an infernal fool.” 

storJfrL 1 kn0W V She 1 answered - “ I Would hide my 
t ° T t l fr °™ y° u ’ whct ' I ought to have told you the 

to en^v , t WaS r Cdted 2,1,3 stubbo ™. I wanted 
to enjoy a triumphant moment, to give you all a 

surpnse a great surprise,-and to turn the tables on 

y uncle, Angus MacGregor—who prophesied trouble 

-but never dreamed of this depth. At present I 

am helpless, and almost friendlei ; at present vour 

me aSio^t' £" 5 ? °v‘ ° f tbe dust and rcst0K 

me Mmost to life itself !_You will not give it to 

witt a brirfi e t d red er h T dS - “u ‘ 00ked at him steadily, 
with a bright red spot on each pale cheek. 

You ask me to believe, that in spite of the evidence 
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of my senses, you are Helen Browne, an unmarried girl, 
and that all these staggering facts, are merely the 
inventions of the devil ! ” and he laughed rather 

grimly. ,, 

“ I ask you to believe, even more than that, was 

the surprising answer; “have you not been told,— 
have you heard nothing from Thornhurst ! 

“ Nothing concerning you," he answered, beyond 

the self-evident fact of your departure.” 

“ Ah ! then I shall tell you myself; I m afraid Imust 

tax vour credulity still further, I am not only Helen 
Browne, but I am Mrs. Despard’s niece from Australia. 

“ Great Scott ! ” he ejaculated, now firmly believing 
he had to deal with a lunatic, and surveying her with 
grave apprehension ; " why she died coming home on 

b °" r No Shi no, she did not ; as a sort of crazy joke she 
chanced places with another Miss Browne, a fellov 
passenger^ but she did not know that this^^Browne 
was travelling under an assumed name and that she 
was really a Mrs. Bland. Mrs. Bland is dead, but, 

"^"^Yes f X 5o e i S 'see, 6 an t d r ^akin^ e charge°of n Mrs. "band’s 

“ you think that I am telling lies, or tlra I am mad 

^ \ a h p r “ c b o e nv.crn,°t U hVt £ light is coming 
l°° k , I have a s Yes , it will come , be sure of 
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her hands, burst into such a torrent of weeping, that 
Freddy was frightened, and wept and howled for 
sympathy. However, Helen had soon to dry her eyes, 
it seemed that she couldn't even afford the luxury of 
tears; but when Freddy had had his supper, and 
been warmly tucked up in her bed, she came and sat 
alone before the dying fire, not weeping now, or giving 
vent to any outward signs of grief, nor that an old 
and vital wound had opened afresh that day, but only 
stunned, and cold, and still. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

E NTERING her little sitting-room, one dusky 
afternoon, a few days later,—with Freddy 
clinging to her hand, Helen found to her great amaze¬ 
ment, that she had a visitor. Squarely confronting 
her, occupying her only armchair, with his elbows 
resting on the table, was a man in a loose grey suit, 
an individual with a bald head, a red face, and a 
lowering countenance. In a second she had recognized 
him, as the original of the photograph she had seen in 
Mrs. Bland’s album. Here was Major Bland ! and 
he had not come alone—but was accompanied by— 
a heavy atmosphere of Scotch whisky. 

Well, madam ! ” he began in a harsh, grating 
voice, “ so I have unearthed you at last! and an infernal 
lot of trouble you have given me ; a deuced sight more 
than you are worth ,—but I was determined to nail you, 
if you were above ground ; so I employed a detective.” 

A dead silence ensued for at least two minutes. Helen, 
whose knees were shaking under her, hastily pulled 
forward a chair, and sat down. 
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And that s the brat, I suppose ? ” he continued, 
indicating Freddy with his finger; “ looks like a white 
rat. Now I should just like to know, what you’ve got 
to say for yourself ? ” 

Helen was seated with her back to the light, with her 
face in deep shadow. It was evident, that Major 
Bland was under the impression that he was speaking 
to his wife,—she would undeceive him without delay. 

" I presume you are Major Bland ? ” she said at last. 

“ Good heavens, this is a rare joke ! ” he ejaculated, 
with a loud laugh. “ I presume, I am, madam ; I presume 
that you arc speaking to your husband into the bargain, 
and 1 presume, that the sooner you pack up your traps, 
and come along with him, the better,—or—I presume, 
that it will be worse for you," responded Major Bland, 
—who was evidently delighted with his own wit. 
" I’ve a cab at the corner of this den of thieves, so 
look sharp ! " 

“ You are labouring under a monstrous mistake, I’m 
not your wife," said Helen, in a trembling voice ; “ if you 
will wait an instant you will see, that you are speaking 
to a complete stranger ! 

She rose and, going over to the little rickety chiffonier, 
arranged, and lit a small reading lamp, and placed it 
between them on the table. 

“ Now am I your wife ? ” she demanded, standing 
before him, and removing her hat. 

" Bless me ! " he exclaimed, half rising in his chair, 
“ the trip to Europe has done you some good,—it lias 
improved your appearance. Upon my soul, you are 
better-looking than I thought; not half so fiddle¬ 
headed as you used to be ! In old days, you used to 
remind me of a half-drowned cat." 

Helen gazed at him in- stupefied silence, she looked 
into his face with horrified fascination. Surely it was 
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not the countenance of a sane person ? the restless 
eyes were continually rolling about, there was a strange, 
continuous twitching of his lips ! and his expression 
fluctuated between fiery passion, and vacant imbecility. 

“ You know perfectly well, that I’m not your wife, 
you know that you have never seen me before,” said 
Helen in a soothing voice, “ you have made a mistake, 
—your wife is dead.” 

As if you were likely to come over me in that way,” 
he returned with a look of indescribable cunning ; ” no, 
no, I’m not quite such a fool as all that ! I have the 
whole of your career at my fingers’ ends, from the 
day that you went down the hill, and took the train 
to Madras,—a three days’ journey. In Madras, you 
passed yourself off as Miss Browne,—that was a nice 
thing for a married woman to do ! Oh, yes ! I know 
all about you, I’ve been to the country, I’ve seen 
Mrs. Despard, 'twas she gave me your address ; and 
now I’ve got you fast. Pooh ! talking’s dry work, 
got any brandy ? no, I know you ; not a drop of any¬ 
thing to drink, of course. Well, come here now ancl 
sit on my knee, and give me a kiss. Where's your 
affection ? Hurry up and look sharp,—or you know 
what you’ll get ! ” 

“Stop,” cried Helen imperatively, “listen to me, 
you've said enough. This idea of yours is madness, 
a delusion,” and forthwith she poured forth her story 
with vehement rapidity, pausing every now and then, 
to take breath, and steadying herself with both hands, 
grasping the edge of the table. 

Capital ! capital! ” he shouted, when she had 
concluded, ” encore ! encore ! ” hammering with his 
knuckles. “ By Jove, Rachel, you’d make your fortune 
on the stage, I declare you would ! You want to prove 
a what you call it, an ‘ alibi! '—but you can’t ! Why 
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are you here with my child ? I know him by the cut 
under his eye, I can swear to that ! If you are not 
my wife, why are you here ? Come, come, ha! ha! 
ha ! ” with a mad laugh, “ that's a poser ! you can 
see for yourself, that it won’t wash. Come ! get out 
of this dog-hole of a place, put on your hat, and stick 
your things into a bag; I’m staying at the ‘ Oriental.’” 

“ Go with you,” cried Helen, now distracted between 
fear, and fury, “ never ! I am nothing to you,—your 
wife, who was my friend, is dead.” 

Here lie interrupted her with an oath of frightful 
import, and made as though he would strike her across 
the table. 

“You may strike me, you may kill me,—but you 
shall never take me from this place ; sooner than go 
with you. I’d throw myself off London Bridge.” 

“ Oh ! the old story ! the old story ! ” he sneered; 
“why you were always talking of killing yourself, but 
you never had the pluck to do it ; come, let us have 
no more of this rot ! What’s that brat roaring for ? 
I’ll make him roar ; I’ll give him something to cry 
for ! ” advancing suddenly on the terrified Freddy. 
In doing so, he gave the rickety old table a violent 
shove, which resulted in its complete collapse ; the 
lamp was upset, the kerosene oil spreading in liquid 
flames all over the rotten old carpet,—which was 
instantly in a blaze, and burnt like tinder. Helen 
snatched up Freddy, and flew downstairs, followed 
by her tormentor, who was shouting for assistance, 
with oaths, and imprecations of a most awful description. 
Helen rushed bareheaded out into the street, down a 
little dark alley, then up another, and into a tumble- 
down mews, where she found a cabman in the act of 
dragging forth his night cab,—a burly old individual 

with a pipe in his mouth. 
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" May I come in ? ” slic asked, gasping for breath ; 

“ may I stay in this coach house for a little while ? 

Cabby took his pipe out of his mouth, and surveyed 
her dispassionately for a few seconds. 

“ The police are after you, aren’t they? ” he said. 

“ Oh, no ! no ! ” she panted. 

“ Who then ? ” he demanded magisterially. 

“ A madman ! a lunatic." 

“ All right then, Missus,—you can stay." 

And stay she did. She and Freddy crouched together 
on a heap of damp straw, watched the cabby prepare 
for his night job, clean up his lamps, dust his cushions 
and mats, finally lead forth a venerable and reluctant 
steed from an adjoining stable, harness it between the 
shafts, and drive away. 

Helen sat shivering with Freddy asleep in her lap, 
till the neighbouring clocks, one after another, struck 
the hour of ten, then she arose very stiff and tired, and 
with considerable trepidation made her way back to 
2, Alexandra Gardens. 

The door was opened for her by the landlady, in a 
state of flaming indignation ; holding a candle above 
hor head, she called out shrilly : 

“ So you've come back, have you ? Pretty doings, 
nice goings on, that cursing, raging madman, that 
visitor of yours, your husband, nearly made a bonfire 
of this blessed house.” 

“ Is he gone ? ” asked Helen in a whisper. 

“Oh, yes, he’s gone, and don’t you let me catch 
him here again, that’s all. He threw me a five-pound 
note, but what's that? What’s a five-pound note 
against a new carpet, and a lamp ? ” 

Helen couldn't help thinking, that considering their 
condition,—it was a good deal. 

And he said he was coming again to-morrow, and 
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when you were not to be found, he foamed and cursed 
just desperate, and the awful work we had with the 
tire, the smell of the room would have choked you; 
only I bethought me of the blankets off your bed, the 
whole house would have been in a blaze. You can’t 
go up,” detaining Helen as she spoke, “ you must just 
stay below—while I give you your tea, you look 
perished ! ” 

I’ll put Freddy to bed first, and then I’ll come 
down, but I must just go round to Mrs. Hogan, before 
anything.” 

Mrs. Hogan concurred with Helen, in thinking that 
she must make an immediate move, and find a more 
secure hiding-place. The asylum was discovered in the 
top garret of that good woman’s lodging, and here, for 
several days, Helen remained a close prisoner, not 
daring to go out, spending her time in mending the 
little Hogans' very dilapidated wardrobes, and in pacing 
her narrow garret in paroxysms of frenzy; wringing 
her hands, and inveighing against her hard lot. A 
beggar ! a prisoner ! and abandoned by her relations. 
Her heart felt hot within her, when she thought of 
her Uncle Angus MacGregor. What right had he to 
withhold his testimony, and postpone acknowledg¬ 
ing her identity, from month to month ? He must 
have received the urgent appeal, she had sent to him 
from Thornhurst, imploring him to forward money,—if 
he could do nothing else ? How dare he treat her in 
this fashion,—and keep her in abject want ? Probably 
at the back of her uncle’s mind was the idea, that she 
was receiving her just punishment, for taking the law 
into her own hands, and claiming against his will, a 
whole year of independence ! He was hard, arbitrary, 
and inflexible by nature. She had agreed, to stand or 
fall by the result of that year. If it had been a good 
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year, she would have scored ; but it had been a very 
bad year, and her uncle had scored ! She had always 
known him to be a just man, although he was 
severe : possibly he could not forgive her for failing 
to accept her cousin Hector ! Within another month, 
she would be of age, by that time things must happen ! 
She would demand reinstatement, and identification, 
though without money or friends, and being in another 
person’s character, how helpless she felt. If her uncle 
or aunt, had the remotest idea of the straits to which 
she had been reduced during the last two months,— 
they would have been overwhelmed. As for herself, it 
was a period that was burnt into her memory for all 
time. Now, she had seen how the poor lived, and been 
herself among the poorest ; she had known how good 
they were to one another, had witnessed little acts of 
generosity,—that to them meant as much as thousands 
of pounds to a wealthy individual. Of course some of 
them were improvident, idle, and drunken,—others 
were as so many shining lights, in a dark place. 

Among these shining lights, the brilliance of Mrs. 
Hogan was conspicuous ! 

****** 


As matters were now at their worst, they did begin 
to mend, and to mend almost as rapidly as they had 
once fallen to pieces ! 

The first news of importance came from Mrs. Hogan, 
who burst into the garret one afternoon, newspaper 
in hand. 

“ See here ! ” she cried, “ look at this ! he will trouble 
you no more," pointing to a paragraph, with a very 
black forefinger, “ Read it for yourself! " 
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Yesterday, Mr. Martin, the Coroner, held an inquest 
on the body of Major R. Bland, late an officer of His 
Majesty’s Indian Army, who in a moment of mental 
aberration, jumped out of a window in the Oriental 
Hotel, and was taken up quite dead ! It appeared, 
that the deceased, had been greatly addicted to the 
use of stimulants, and also that his mind had been 
affected by the result of a sunstroke received in India. 
The Jury returned a verdict, in accordance with the 
evidence, ‘ Committed suicide when in an unsound 
state of mind ! 

Helen read the paragraph over twice, and then laid 
down the paper without a word. She felt as if she were 
choking, she could not articulate. 

“ So now you are free, you see,” cried Mrs. Hogan; 
“ there is no need for you to be jailed up any longer. 
Just put your hat on and come out and take a mouthful 
of fresh air. Goodness knows, you look as if you wanted 
it badly. We’ll go along the road, and buy some roast 
chestnuts for the children. Hogan’s gore to the hotel 
to speak about Freddy, and to see the family lawyer, 
and all that; I’m thinking he’ll be no more expense or 
trouble to you now,” and Mrs. Hogan’s prediction proved 
to be correct. 

In a day or two, Freddy was removed from Helen s 
care, and placed in the charge of a lady living in the 
neighbourhood of London, who according to an advertise¬ 
ment was ” The wife of a retired physician, who wished 
for the entire charge of one little boy to bring up with 
her own. Liberal terms expected; highest references 

given and required ! ” 
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CHAPTER XXV 

A ND soon Helen’s troubles were over altogether. A 
thin blue envelope with a foreign stamp, bearing 
the Marseilles post-mark, brought her the news, that 
Mr. and Mrs. MacGregor and Jean had arrived by 
the French steamer, and hoped to be in London, as 
soon as the letter itself! 

“ Come to us at once,” the letter said ; ” do not lose 
an hour, we are longing to see you." 

The invitation seemed almost a mockery. Was it 
likely she would lose an instant, in casting off grinding 
poverty, a load of care, the identity of another person, 
—an accumulation that had weighed her to the earth ; 
no, no, she wouldn't lose an instant. This very morn¬ 
ing, nay this very hour, she would go to the Langham 
Hotel and reclaim her freedom. 

Helen flew downstairs with her letter in her hand, 
to impart her good news to Mrs. Hogan,—who was 
busily washing up her breakfast things, in a roomy 
yellow bowl. 

Deary, deary me, well, I am glad,” she exclaimed 
with her wet hands on her hips, ” that I am ; for sure 
and certain, you’ve had a frightful time of it, for a 
real born lady ; but let’s see now what are ye going 
to wear, going among all your friends. Your hat 
was burnt the other night; you can’t go bareheaded, 
can you ? You might take the loan of my tweed cap,” 
and she laughed. “ There’s a girl upstairs has got a 
real smart toque with a green plume, you might take a 
wear out of that ! ” 
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“ No, no,” replied Helen, “ I’ve half-a-crown left; I 
was keeping it for coal, but I’ll just go out and invest 
in a sailor hat at one and elevenpence ; with that, and a 
veil, I shall be all right ! 

Having purchased the hat. inked her gloves, brushed 
her dress and jacket, Helen set forth on foot, and 
about twelve o’clock presented herself at the Langham 
Hotel. 

Such a shabby, indeed threadbare visitor, w r as a 
most unusual sight,—asking, too, for people who 
occupied one of the best suites of rooms, wealthy 
colonials, who had only arrived that morning ! How¬ 
ever, there was no help for it ; she was very persistent, 
and spoke like a lady ! Ten to one some poor relation 
coming to beg or borrow, before they had had time 
to turn round ! Little did the waiter dream, that he 
was conducting upstairs, the owner of many thousands 
a year. 

Mr. and Mrs. MacGregor and Jean (Elspeth was 
married), had just finished a very late breakfast, when 
Helen was ushered in. As she stood for a moment 
on the threshold, they stared at her in w-ide-eyed 
amazement ! This shabby girl, with pinched features, 
and colourless cheeks, was this Helen Browne, who 
had sailed for England just a year ago ! Impossible ! ^ 

“ Uncle Angus and Aunt Netty, don't you know me . 
she asked at last, in a faint voice ! 

Yes, it was her voice all right ! and in another second 
she and her aunt were sobbing in each other’s arms. 

Exclamations, and lamentations, and osculations, 
lasted for quite ten minutes; at the end of that tune 
Helen found herself seated on the sofa between her 
aunt and her cousin, whilst her uncle stood opposite, 
in attitudes of the closest attention whilst with a 
faltering voice, and some tears, she related the lnsto y 
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of her dilemma and of her terrible experience from 
first to last,—being interrupted from time to time by 
ejaculations of surprise, disgust, anger, and pity, from 
her auditors. 


When the revelation was at end. Mr. MacGregor set 

to and abused himself with most hearty goodwill. 

He was an idiot, an obstinate, old, short-sighted fool; 

as for Short and Sharp, his wide Scotcli vocabulary 

contained no name that could adequately convey 

lus opinion of them. Then Helen’s own relations 

came in for some severe strictures, and in fact, there 

was a good deal of emphatic talking, and letting off 

of steam. Angus MacGregor, who was still lame, had 

limped up and down the room, and swore to himself a 

good deal sotto voce. Evidently he felt relieved and 

presently coming over to his wife, said with great 
emphasis ; 


Maggie, the first thing to do for the lassie, is to 
get her something to eat ; the second is, to buy her 
some clothes ; the third is to take her away from those 
lodgings, and pension that old woman, and the fourth 
is to go and flay, Short and Sharp, this very afternoon.” 

All right, my dear Angus, all right ! one thing at 
a time Now, Helen, you must have some lunch then 
we will go into Oxford Street, close by. and find you 
some ready-made clothes, after that we will all 

m Y ? n Hogan- All but your uncle,” she added. 

I doubt if he will be able to keep away from the 
lawyers, for more than half an hour.” 3 

How odd it seemed to Helen, to be seated once more 

as ro«t’ aP | PO t Ued ‘ al ? e ; eat ‘ ng SUch unfami <iar dainties, 
as roast chicken, and bread sauce. As she ate her 

relatives sat round, and talked to her. It was only 

of’the h s r ast letter came ' that her uncle had an y idt;a 
of the senous nature of her situation I Hitherto he 
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had believed that she was getting on all right at Thorn- 
hurst, and he confessed, “ I will not deny, that I thought 
a little discipline, would do you good, my girl, and I 
made up mv mind, that I wouldn’t, as we agreed, lift a 
finger to help you, until the year was out ; but your 
letter in September, put a very different complexion 
upon the matter. You were about to be turned adrift, 
so we made up our minds to come home at once. It 
took me a couple of weeks to straighten out matters, 
and here we are ! I posted you off a cheque in a letter 
to Short and Sharp,—but I suppose you’ve heard 
nothing of them.” 

" I don’t think that’s their fault this time,” she an¬ 
swered, “ because they would not know where to find 
me.” 


“ I suppose anyone could be found, if they were 
properly looked for,” said her uncle ; this statement 
is certainly open to debate, although on the other hand, 
it was true that Helen had been tracked down, and 
discovered by that terrible Major Bland. 

In the course of conversation, the engagement of 
Hector was announced ; he was marrying the daughter 
of a very wealthy Woolbroker, and the engagement 
evidently gave the family most profound satisfaction. 

“ Of course, Helen, we all hoped for something else, 
said his mother, ” you know that ; but I think after alb 
this match will turn out well ! If you had married 
Hector, you’d always have had an eye on this country. 
I believe your English blood, would have come out 
there, and you’d never have settled down to spend 
your life happily in Australia. Now tell us the truth . 

Which country do you like best ? ” 

" I cannot give you a truthful answer to that question 
yet” said Helen, with a smile; “so far, I have not 
seen much of England, and that only from a schoolroom 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


183 

window, or a slum. I am only too willing to admit 
and confess to you all, that this dreadful experience 
was my own fault. I positively went out of my 
way to cheat fortune, and she gave me a very rough 
rebuff ! ” 

“ Well let’s all hope, that she will smile on you now,” 
said her uncle, rising. “ Here’s some money for you,” 
taking several notes from a case. Away with you now, 
with your aunt and cousin, and get yourself fitted 
out in some reasonable-looking garments.” 

Reasonable-looking garments were soon procured in 
Oxford Street. Helen was invested in a smart coat, and 
skirt, a blouse, another fur coat, a muff, a distinguished 
hat, and gloves and shoes to correspond. 

Within an hour and a half, from the time she had 
entered a well-known establishment, she walked out of it 
completely equipped, and transformed to all appearance, 
into the rich Miss Browne ! No wonder the waiter did 
not recognize her at the " Langham,” no wonder that 
Mrs. Hogan hardly knew her, when she drove up to 
make her adieux. 

Needless to say, that a substantial present was made 
to that worthy woman,—a present to grease the wheels 
of life, and make them run with delightful smoothness 
for the remainder of her days. She had been Helen’s 
only help, her only friend through those black months, 
and many a time, she blest the day, when she had 
first seen Miss Browne ! 

The MacGregors were a very energetic family, and 
determined to make the most of their time in England. 
At first all their attention was concentrated on, and 
devoted to Helen. Her aunt took her to see a first- 
rate doctor, who found that she was in a delicate 
and run-down condition, and recommended a couple of 
months in the South of France, and ordered her port 
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wine milk, and a tonic. Her uncle had lost not an 
hour in calling upon Short and Sharp. A very stormy 
interview was the result ; they, pointing out, that they 
had only done their duty, in refusing to acknowledge 
an absolutely unknown young woman without cre¬ 
dentials, lie, declaring, that for months his niece Miss 
Browne, a girl of great wealth, had been forced to live in 
abject want (as it happened, the lawyers were right, 
and lie was wrong ! He had taken no steps until now, 
to prove the young lady's identity). Helen's boxes 
were handed over, brought back to the " Langham,” 
and unsealed, and she had the satisfaction of beholding 
belongings, from which she had been separated for 
many months—articles she hadn't seen since the day 
of the fearful storm in the Mediterranean, and the night 
when Rachel Bland had died ! 

In a surprisingly short time, Helen lost her wan and 
colourless appearance. Colonials are extraordinarily 
clannish, Mr. and Mrs. MacGregor picked up a good 
many old friends in London, and persuaded one or 
two of them to accompany them to Mentone, where 
they made quite a large and merry party at the Hotel 
du Louvre. 

Only a fortnight after her departure from Alexandra 
Gardens and Helen found herself in what appeared 
to be, a Heaven upon Earth ! Here was the sun, 
a blue sky, a blue sea, a background of picturesque 
mountains, a surrounding of gardens, full of palms 
and lovely flowers, and any quantity of gay sojourners. 
Everything was new, everything was interesting, she 
and her cousins went donkey rides and picnics, they 
lunched at Cap Martin, and even invaded the rooms at 
Monte Carlo. The first impression of those gilded 
halls, was " that it was all very shocking, and that 
the sooner, they departed the better.” However, the 
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place proved to have a certain fascination ; even as 
spectators, there was much to astonish and interest, 
and what was more, they encountered quite a number of 
friends, who did not appear to be the least ashamed of 
themselves, or to think, that there was anything wicked 
or out of the common, in planting down cart-wheels at 
roulette, or gold, at trente et quarante. One or two 
girl friends of the MacGregors boasted of their 
winnings, and declared, that when they made as much 
as a hundred francs, they would rush out at once, and 
invest in a hat, or a lace blouse, so, as they said, 
" whatever happened, they were that to the good ! ” 

Helen, who had not any acquaintances, looked on, 
and made mental notes. Some of the players took 
the matter seriously. She noticed one man get up, 
push back his chair, and leave the table with a face 
as white as death. She listened to a terrific altercation 
between an old hag in a black toque, and a good-looking 
French officer, who accused the old person of having 
stolen his stake,—which was a fact. To end the wranele 
“ the table,” as usual, paid. 

Then a friend of her cousin Jean's, joined her a 

smart young married woman from Sydney, who was 

well acquainted with Monte Carlo ; she poinsed out some 
ol the celebrities. 


That man with the light beard was Prince Mal- 
chikoff, who had twice broken the Bank, that is to 
say, the table he played at. The painted woman 
sitting opposite, with the gold bag and the enormous 
diamond earrings, was the celebrated "Therese ” 
the d anC e r The table near the door was known as 

th™,ah U1C1 * C S C ' - he herself had seen a suicide, 

though not 111 that particular spot. A man had come 

:lr ate i himseH beside her - in a shad y no ° k in the 

gardens, there was a shot, a little smoke, and he 
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tumbled forward, dead. Helen looked, as she was, 
horrified, and her companion calmly said : 

“ Oh, you will get used to that sort of thing, when 
you’ve been here a month or two ; you see some very 
strange people in the rooms. Now look at this grey- 
haired, wizened old man, sitting opposite ! He comes 
here every day, plays for about ten minutes, and then 
takes his departure. Do just watch him ! ” 

The old gambler produced from his pocket a little 
silver figure,—apparently of some saint.—1 his he placed 
in front of him. He next produced a thick roll of notes, 
then he began to play. His stakes were heavy, his 
decisions, prompt. In a short time, notes and gold 
kept flowing towards him, it was evidently "a good 
day,” and the little silver figure was propitious ! At 
the end of about a quarter of an hour, he picked it up, 
and thrust it into his pocket, collected and stowed 
away his very considerable winnings, offered his chair 
to an eager neighbour, and took his departure ! 

Besides the Casino, there was the Pigeon Shooting,— 
which Mr. MacGregor and some men friends attended, 
and there were concerts, and luncheons and teas at the 
Hotel de Paris, or the Hermitage. The hours simply 
flew; what with picnics and excursions into Italy, 
and hotel dances, it w'as the end of March, and they 
seemed to have arrived but the week before. 

Her aunt and uncle were anxious to go to Scotland, 
and look up their friends and relations, whom they 
had not seen for years, and it became rather a question, 
of what they were to do with Helen ? Not that they 
were not very willing to have her company, and these 
Scotch relatives were also her kinsfolk, but she seeme 
more disposed to remain further South, and perhaps 
to see a little of the London season,—perhaps to see, 
by chance, a little of Sir Rupert Lynn ! 
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Among their acquaintances at Mentone, there was 
a certain Lady Lesborough, the kind and amiable, 
but somewhat needy widow of an Earl, whose title 
was now extinct. She and Angus MacGregor belonged 
to the same clan and family, and she offered to take 
charge of Helen Browne, who was also her cousin, and 
bring her out, and be a mother to her, while her relations 
were away in Bonnie Scotland. She liked Helen, 
the daughter of Ailsa MacGregor, and believed they 
would get on together well. Of course the girl would 
pay,—she did not want to be grasping, but if she took 
Helen in, she could not, as usual, let her shabby old 
house for the season. She must hire carriage horses, 
and have a couple of extra servants. She and Mrs. 
MacGregor put their heads together, and made a 
bargain ! A bargain, which was to the advantage of 
both. 

Lady Lesborough had numbers of friends, she moved 
in a good set, and Helen would find herself well launched, 
and chaperoned, and the old lady would experience an 
agreeable fullness of her purse ; no occasion to think 
twice about new chintz covers, or the footman’s livery, 
and this pretty colonial girl, the daughter of her own 
kinswoman, with a solid seven thousand a year, in¬ 
creasing at an almost fabulous rate, was just the sort 
of girl that so^te of her dowager contemporaries were 
looking for, as a prospective daughter-in-law ! 

By the middle of April, Helen was established in 
Lowndes Square. She rode in the Park, she went to 
dances, theatres, Hurlingham, and the Opera, and 
made an immense number of new and agreeable ac¬ 
quaintances, including the great MacGregor connection. 

On the afternoon of the second Drawing-room in 
May, Lady Lesborough s high-stepping bays were to 
be seen, prancing up to the side entrance of Buckingham 
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Palace, and presently Miss Helen Browne and her 
chaperon, were among a great crowd of other trained 
and feathered ladies, waiting to pass into His Majesty’s 


presence ! 

Lady Lesborough was a very tall, erect, somewhat 
raw-boned old dame, who reared her head, and tossed 
her plumes with an air of disapproval, as her eyes fell 
upon some vulgar climbers, in her immediate neighbour¬ 
hood. In turning about and stretching her aristocratic 
old neck, she caught sight of Mrs. Despard, and her 
daughter Blanche. 

“ That girl not married yet ? Up in town again,” 
was her mental comment ; but she merely said, " Oh, 


Mrs. Despard, how do you do ? these crushes become 
more fearful every year, and, Miss Despard. how charm¬ 
ing you are looking ! 1'liis is nothing new to you,— 
not like my young friend, here,” indicating the back 


of Helen’s head. 


Helen, who was perfectly unconscious of the mine 


in her neighbourhood, was gazing at some of the most 
noted London beauties, who had been pointed out to 


her by one of the Officers of the Royal Body Guard. 

" Oh, really, Lady Lesborough,” returned Mrs. 
Despard, “ I did not know that you had a daughter,— 

or is it a grand-daughter ? ” 

>j G> I’m sorry to say I have n 6.1 children : this 

young friend is a cousin of mine, and,” lowering her 

voice significantly, ” a great heiress ! ” 

“ Indeed ! ” returned Mrs. Despard, casting a curious 
glance at Lady Lesborough’s protegee. She was tall 
and slight, and wore the regulation debutante’s white 
dress, also a magnificent necklace of ” oh, such beauti¬ 
fully matched, round, glossy, pearls.” Would she never 
turn her head, which was still persistently held in the 
opposite direction, only one little pink ear, and the 
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outline of a fine neck and throat being visible. Yes 
she was turning now, turning her face slowly round, 
in order to behold some splendid new arrival, and Mrs. 
Despard could scarcely restrain an involuntary exclama¬ 
tion, when she found herself face to face with her 
ci-devant governess, Miss Helen Browne. Helen was 
no less surprised at the rencontre; the colour suddenly 
faded from her lips, but she looked steadily into Mrs. 
Despard’s incredulous, horrified countenance, and 
turning awav in the most pointed manner, administered 
the “ cut direct.” 

Blanche’s lynx eyes had not been blind to this dramatic 
little scene; at first, she could hardly trust them, she 
stared and stared and stared again, with unwinking 
audacity. “ Yes, there was no mistake about it, it n'as 
Helen Browne!” She recognized her by a little mole 
on her right temple, recognized her past all doubt ! 
But how did she come here, a magnificent young beauty 
in Court dress, and priceless pearls, crushing her into 
the background, by the blaze of her distinguished 
appearance ? It really looked as if there was some kind 
of truth in her story, after all. Lady Lesborough was 
the last person in London to take up with a penniless 
adventuress ! Her young protegee’s credentials must 
have been unimpeachable, to pass her critical scrutiny. 

Later, when mother and daughter had stripped off 
their finery, and dismissed their maids, they for¬ 
gathered to discuss a most disagreeable situation. 
In short, the real Helen Browne, an heiress, and their 
relative, whom they had turned out of doors, last 
September, almost penniless, and entirely friendless. 

“ She will have nothing to say to us now, that's 
plain,” said Mrs. Despard impressively; " she cut me 
dead.” 

” Oh, she may come round,” .returned her daughter ; 
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“ she is devoted to Lulu and Katie, we can work on 
her through them. I daresay when she has cooled down 
a bit, and when the past has faded a little, she may 
be glad to let bygones be bygones.” 

“ She didn't look in a melting mood to-day at any 
rate,” responded Mrs. Despard ! “ How stupid of 

me never to have seen it ! Now that I know who she 
really is, it strikes me, that that girl is the image of 
her father,—amazingly like my family,—the same high¬ 
bred air.” „ . A 

“ She's not in the least like you, mamma, interrupted 

her daughter impatiently. 

“ Not now perhaps, but as I was,” persisted Mrs. 
Despard. " I was tall and slight, with a creamy fair 
skin, just her style. Yes, I remember at the County 
Ball/’—and here Mrs. Despard rambled into reminis¬ 
cences of her own all-conquering career— reminiscences 
which fell unnoticed upon her companion’s ears. 

Miss Blanche was leaning back in a low chair, her 
hands clasped behind her head, her eyes riveted upon 

the fire. , ,. , , 

“ Come Blanche,” said her mother, suddenly observing 

that her conversation had been a mere soliloquy ” what 

on earth are you dreaming about, your mind seems 

to be in the skies ? , . • 

“ I was only turning over this amazing business in 

my head, mother,” transferring her eyes to her parent, 

“ a nd wondering what Rupert will say ! 

“ Rupert ! Yes ! And your father,—Blanche. 
How on earth are we to tell him ? We must leave 
it to Katie I positively dare not do it myself. W ell, 
it is certainly a most disagreeable affair, and we sha 
be meeting her everywhere. There is two o clock 
striking, so run away, my dear, and go to bed. Ta king 
and thinking, will not make the matter any better ! 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

M OST people are well acquainted with the appear¬ 
ance of Rotten Row in the beginning of May,— 
the very height of the London Season. ' The Park 
was looking lovely one fine morning some years ago ; 
green, fresh, and shady ; thronged with hundreds of 
the fashionable world, some walking, some riding, some 
gossiping, and some flirting. The promenade beside the 
Ride was gay, with pretty frocks, and sunshades, and 
the Ride itself was crowded. Portly papas, and pretty 
daughters, girls in parties of three,—followed by their 
grooms, married couples, unmarried couples, and not 
a few children, were walking, and cantering to and fro. 
the subject of criticism or admiration, with many of 
the loungers, with their arms on the rails. 

Right up the middle of the Ride Sir Rupert Lynn 
was walking his streaming horse,—he had been " taking 
it out of the animal, and himself. He was alone, and 
wore a moody, discontented expression. “ Man evi¬ 
dently delights him not, nor woman either,” and yet 
he is in far better circumstances (as far as money is 
concerned) than last year. His uncle, who died at 
Naples, has left him a substantial sum in the Funds • 
mortgages no longer press upon his mind, the horse' 
he bestrides is a three-hundred guinea hack (and he 
was justified ,n the outlay). He has a comfortable 
banking account-health, wealth, good looks, lots of 
friends why then, is he not more cheerful ? Why 

l e rou b gh C b k red C r h ™ ° n 
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He is wishing for the unattainable ; he is discontented 
with his life, a large mote obscures his vision, and were 
we to give that mote a name, we would call it “ Helen.” 

He has travelled far since we have seen him last, 
but travel where lie may, he cannot eradicate her from 
his mind. Anger, misgiving, love, that will not be 
quenched or silenced, are constantly struggling within 
him. Slowly he threads his way through the crowd, 
exchanging bows and nods and ” how d ye do s with 

numbers of acquaintances. 

He was revolving in his mind whether the game was 
worth the candle ? whether this idle, lotus-eating life 
of pleasure, is not sickeningly monotonous—ten times 
worse to endure, than the solitudes of the Andes or the 
Rocky Mountains. A long shooting trip—a life of 
intense hard, physical work, and continual excitement 

_might cure him. He would not lend himself to such 

women’s weakness any longer ; he would see Torrens, 
and have a talk to him about an expedition. Torrens 
was always game for starting off to the other end of 
the world’at about two hours' notice. 

lust then his reflections were suddenly interrupted 
by a riding party cantering briskly past—a stout, square, 
elderly man on a large bay hunter, a smart young 
fellow that he knew in the Ciuards, and between them, 
a pretty slim girl on a beautiful chestnut marc 

Something in her laugh, the colour of her hair, and 
the shape of her side lace (of which he had only caught 
a passing glance) reminded him of Helen—yes of 
Helen ! But what infatuation—what madness . His 
brain must be softening. Was it at all likely, he 
asked himself ironically, that Helen Browne would be 
mounted on a valuable thoroughbred, would be an 
accomplished horsewoman, in the gayest of =>pin , 
riding with an Earl on her right hand through Rotten 
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Row ?—Helen, whom lie had last seen sunken in 
beggary, steeped to the very lips in misery, with actually 
the ghastly word want written in legible characters 
on her sunken features ? Could Helen and that laughing 
girl be one ? No more probability in the idea than that 
the Albert Memorial would descend, and move bodily 
down the Park ! 

Thus arguing with himself, Rupert put his horse 
into a sharp canter, and by some irresistible impulse 
followed the trio up the Row—followed, but could not 
overtake them. They kept ahead at a good pace. 
How admirably the girl rode ! How squarely she sat 
on her horse ! Then they suddenly turned out of 
the Park, and were lost to sight among the streaming 
mob of carriages, and cars. 

****** 

Two evenings later Sir Rupert found himself at the 

Opera—more by the wish of a friend, than by any desire 
of his own. 

1 his friend was an old school-fellow whom he had 
not met for years—a school-fellow who had sought and 
found his fortune in the Argentine, and recently taken 
a run home to see all the old places and the old people, 
and was enjoying himself with the zest of a school-boy 
in his holidays ; had all the little bits of new gossip and 
scandal at his fingers’ ends, knew the appearance of 
most of the celebrities—male and female—and was 
in every way making the most of his time. 

He kept constantly staring about the house, and 

drawing his companion’s most unwilling attention to 
this, that, or the other. 

A late arrival, several late arrivals, in a large box 
to their right, claimed his marked interest. After 

7 
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gazing at them for some three minutes, he turned 
round, and tapped Sir Rupert with his finger, and said, 
in an eager whisper : 

“ Do you see those people just come in, in the box to 
your right—elderly lady and gentleman, two girls and 
young fellow ? I'll tell you a queer story about the 
girl—the fair one. Look at her now, she is coming 
to the front! Awfully pretty, is she not ? " 

Sir Rupert turned his head with languid indifference 
in the desired direction, and his careless glance fell 


upon Helen ! „ . _ 

Yes undoubtedly Helen this time. He seized his 

opera-glass ; he could hardly hold it, his hand shook 
so helplessly. 

By a great effort, he steadied himself, and gazed once 

more at the third box on the second tier. 

Yes there she was, looking well and rich, and radiantly 
happy Her colour had returned, her face was wreathed 
in smiles. She was listening with evident amusement 
to something that that jabbering young puppy behind 

her was leaning forward, and imparting. 

She wore a white gown and a necklace of pearls, 
and a prodigious bouquet lay on the front of the box 
before her, as well as a mother-of-pearl opera-glass. 

*• Well ! " said his friend cheerfully. “ ^ ou have 
had a rare good look, and now what do you think of 

An unintelligible muttering, lost in his moustache, 
was the only reply his companion was able to vouch¬ 
safe him ; but this did not seem to matter in the least, 

for he proceeded eagerly : . , , . 

“ She’s a Miss Browne, a colonial heiress, with pots 

of money, my dear fellow— thousands a year. 1 avy 

is going in for her, and lots of others, but, from all 

can hear, she’s not easy to please ! ” 
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" And where did she come from ? ” asked his now 

composed and deeply interested auditor. 

‘‘ Well, that’s the queer part of the business ! ” 

” ()h ! th en there is something queer about her ? " 

Not that, exactly ; but she did the oddest, maddest 

thing any girl, not out of her mind, ever carried out 
before.” 

“ Yes 1 ” 

She was coming home to her relations—strangers_ 

m the character of an heiress, relations to receive her 
with open arms. You know, of course ! ” 

Well, well, go on ! ” impatiently. 

" Unfortunately it struck Iter, that she would put 
thetr affeetton to the test; so she changed places on 
board-ship with their governess that was to be and 
the governess died before they landed, and consequently 
she was left in no end of a hole. No one would believe 
that she was an heiress—neither her solicitors, nor her 
own peop'e, nor any onc-so she had to work for 
her bread in real earnest. Then she got engaged to 

tiTthis m ' 1 bell ? ve ' f ntl al1 was S oin g on swimmingly 

anrl ^i g ^ rneSSS ~ the dead one ’s—child turned up. 
and naturally everyone saddled it on her. She was 

WsTa^ds of h d0 ° rS ’d N “ dless to ^ '«* 'over washed 
his hands of her, and she was left to her own resources 

to support this brat as best she could ; and then this 
home Tr°om an ind hUSband aPPeared the scene" ame 

ilTCehr committed suicide - Sounds like 

But Sir Rupert’s lips had lost the power of speech 
Her Australian relatives arrived, and lifted her 

S. ■■ <"■ s 

Of the box. He is her uncle and guardian. She was 
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actually starving ! W ouldn’t believe it to look at 
her now, eh ? Of course he's awfully down on her 
English relations, and the solicitors. Wonder what 
the lover feels like now, eh ? Rather sorry for 

himself, eh ? 

The lover’s feelings could not be expressed as he 
sat in rigid silence, listening to this terrible tale. 

When the curtain was raised for the second act, 

he got up, and left the house. 

He went down and stood in the street, and tried to 


collect his senses. 

Passers-by stared with amused amazement at the 
tip-top swell in evening-dress, who was standing bare¬ 
headed in the moonlight. 

“ So Helen was right all through ^ really Helen 
Browne, the heiress, and no impostor. Her piteous 
appeal came back to him now, “ Won’t you believe in 

me, Rupert ? ” 

The words seemed branded into his heart with 
hot iron. He had scoffed at her confession, laughed 
at her pretensions, and cast her off. \ es, m spite o 
his protestations of never-dying faith ; but who would 
believe, that any girl would have been capable of such 

an act of mad extravagant folly ? 

Now she had regained her identity, her friends, and 

her thousands. Now she had opera boxes, thorough¬ 
breds and pearls ; and now, of course she would never 
again speak to him ! And yet, now that he knew lie 
to be what he had at first believed—as pure and un¬ 
sullied as the lilies of the field—he felt that he loved her 
ten times better than formerly. Not because she was 
rich and desirable in every way—as with a sudden 
flush to his forehead he told himself that all the worl 
would suppose ! No ! but simply because she was, and 
would be the only woman, lie had ever loved. 
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He slowly made his way back to the opera house after 
such a considerable absence, that people were leaving 
as he went up the stairs. At the top of the corridor, 
he was smilingly accosted by a fashionable lady, 
and her very pretty daughter, who bestowed many 
gay smiles and nice little speeches on her special 
admiration,—grave, handsome, distinguished-looking 
Sir Rupert Lynn. 

Alas for him ! At what an unpropitious moment 
to meet his late betrothed face to face ! Had he been 
alone, who knows what might have occurred ? But 
he was not alone. He was listening to, and flirting 
with an undeniably fast-looking, very dccolletcc, noisy 
girl. (He was only listening, but he was caught in the 
toils, and could not escape ! Nothing less than a cry 
of fire, would have freed him.) 

As Miss Browne, Lady Lesborough, and several 

attendant, and obsequious cavaliers came down the 

lobby, for one instant there was a little block at the 

top of the stairs, and he and Helen stood almost side 
by side. 

Would she acknowledge him ? He almost held his 
breath. Would she even look at him ? Yes, with a 
cold indifferent glance, as of that bestowed on an 
absolute stranger. Then this tall young queen of 
society in a white and silver mantle, passed on down¬ 
stairs, followed by her train,—one carrying her bouquet, 
another her fan, a third, her opera-glasses. 

“ That's the new beauty, Miss Browne,” announced 
his lively gaoler. " Very aristocratic-looking for a 
colonial, is she not ? and worth her weight in nuggets.” 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

I T ULLO ! where on earth have you been?" 
1 inquired Sir Rupert’s companion, suddenly 
appearing, and giving him a pretext to release himself 
at last. “ What in the world became of you ? You 
missed a treat, I can tell you ! ” Then suddenly struck 
by his friend’s gravity, and pallor, he said, “ You were 
not ill, were you ? You look rather seedy.’’ 

“ I felt the place a bit warm—and I just went 

outside to get a breath of fresh air." 

“ Well, you missed Melba's last solo ! It was 
splendid*; and you missed more than that. I went 
round to Lady Lesborough’s box between the acts, 
and got introduced to the heiress. Ah, ha, my boy ! 
and if you had been with me,—you would have been 

presented too! ” _ ., , 

At this pleasant prospect, Sir Rupert could not 

refrain from an involuntary shudder 

“ She’s even handsomer than you d think, proceeded 
his loquacious companion, lighting a cigar. She 
stands looking into, which is more than you can say 
for a lot of girls—all so frightfully made up ; but there s 
no deception about her, I can tell you ! Such a skin 
—like alabaster ! such a pair of eyes, such a pretty 

ht Sir m Rupert winced. It revolted him to the very 
depths of his soul, to hear this out-spoken, coarse- 
minded friend of his, appraising Helen s charms. 

“ Bv George ! I think I’ll enter for the stakes myself, 
eh ? A clear course, and no favour, now the lover is 
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done for. I don’t suppose she would ever look at 
him again ? What do you say ? ” 

His companion made no direct reply, but hailing a 
taxi said, as he put his hand on the door : 

“ Well, good night, Stratton, I suppose I can't drop 
you anywhere, can I ? ” 

“ Hullo, arc you not going on to the club ? ” cried 
his friend, aghast. 

“ No, no ! ” impatiently. " Well, good night." 

“ What the deuce is up with the fellow ? ” said Mr. 
Stratton to himself, as he puffed angrily at his cigar, 
and walked along briskly in the direction of Pall Mall 
" Can>t make jt out ! Can’t make head or tail of him ! " 
removing his cheroot, and surveying it with indignant 
interrogation. " Bolts out of the theatre,—heat—all 
stutf! Looks as if he had seen a ghost ! Someone 
in the house, of course—but who ? Always a reserved 
chap,—close about his affairs ! Heavens ! ” slapping 
h.s leg exultingly, “ I have it ! Yes, I have it, or my 
name s not Tom Stratton ! He is the lover, by George ! 
It was down near Ins place, she had a situation. It 
was after he saw her,—he was struck dumb! No 

K-* SmaI1 blamc t0 him ! And she—she looked 
a little bit queer, too, now I come to think of it, when 

I mentioned that I was with an old school-fellow—a 

Sir Rupert Lynn! Oh. I say! won’t this be a fine 

story for Bob Sladen ; " but after some reflection, it 

dawned upon Mr. Stratton that he had better keep his 

into°hTs ry t0 l mSe n Rccollecti °us forced themselves 
T vnn in ,nd 7 rCC ° eC , tl0nS ° f othcr da y s ’ when Rupert 

res^nt’pH 8 * ™ St ? yal fricnd - and popular comrade. 

" Very . declded, y* an Y idle interference with 
Nn. 'V vas P leased t0 consider, his private affairs. 
J? * For J hc P/ff 111 ' he would keep his own counsel 
and let eventsunfold themselves, without his assistance! 
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And what about Sir Rupert ? His reflections were 
not of the pleasantest, as he divested himself of his 
dress-coat, got into a shooting-jacket, and throwing 
himself into an arm-chair, proceeded to light a cigar, 
that universal soother of men’s ruffled feelings, and 

prepared to face the situation. 

To judge by Helen’s demeanour—by her look of 
frozen indifference, of total lack of recognition, as 
far as he was concerned—there was " no appeal. 
Why, she did not even change colour, or betray that 
she had ever set eyes upon him before, by so much 
as the flickering of an eyelid ! What marvellous self- 
possession ! Who that knew her as he had done, 
would have believed that no marble statue could be 
colder or more composed, when occasion required . 
(He was not aware that she had seen him fiom her 

box _th.it she had steeled herself, to the meeting, and 

had been well prepared for that accidental rencontre.) 
Would she ever forgive him ? or had she banished him 
from her heart and thoughts? Should lie write to 
her > Should he endeavour to obtain Katie s good 
offices on his behalf ? What should he do ? For 
several days he could not come to any distinct con¬ 
clusion. It drove him nearly frantic to hear other 
men discussing “ the Fair Helen,” as they called her , 
to listen to their weighing the pros and cons ; the 
chances for and against, this, and that rival suitor 
them laughing and chaffing, these supposed 
fnk before his very face; it was simply mad¬ 
dening 1 ’ No wonder fellows at his club began to say 

d ^ themselves that Lynn had a devil of a temper, < 
among cQuI j be more sarcastic when he liked, 

than Rousby,—and that was saying ai good deal ! What 
the mischief had come over turn ? he used to be sue 
a cheery Johnnie ; it was not money, it was not 
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woman—he never bothered his head about them ' 
what was it ? ” 

It was some satisfaction to Sir Rupert to know by 
hearsay, at any rate, that his place had not been filled 
as yet. 1 he beauty was hard to please. She laughed 
at sentimental speeches—snubbed the too confident of 
her adonng circle; if he dared to think that it was 
on account of a dim lingering regard for him, how happy 

l ’ Butno? he could not lay 

that flattering unction to his soul. He was not so 
mad as that ! 

p^ G h ad seen her several times since. Once in the 

eirl ’ ThZZVTu “ ar ^ S 1 t0Cratic old ,ad y* aild another 
to hi J Tnrl h th beCn a b l I ° C J k among the carr *ages close 

Zrrl SuV a h Z lr r eyes had met—this time a faintly 

-t a °haughty, r rigid 

•° n an ° ther occasion he had seen her at a ball, besieged 
th partners, and he had held aloof, and afar off with 

I" th ° UehtS in his ™nd. Alas ! who could 

l>Lsdf me t' h at U he ’": 56 h ? - had t0 thank - one b^t 

instead t* £ °°f ,n the background-a stranger, 

whom all her /” ^ 'n ° nCe WaS ' tlle ha PPy man to 
belonged Hem Ptetty ‘°° ks ' “ d 6 a y smiles 

Of ^ashbnables.'as'any pa^Yg them' fr ° m ^ Cr °"' d 

appreciation Y his^U^Ss^dthought It” 
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means beneath his deserts to be escorting one of the 
prettiest girls in London, and to be envied by all (male) 
beholders. Tavy was an excellent specimen of the 
petit creve of Paris—the “ Nut ” of London, the modem 
Macaroni, or Blood. He loved the theatre, he delighted 
in dress. Lie liked champagne suppers, he liked the 
society of boys and girls—especially girls—he liked his 
liberty—but his debts were pressing—he would not 
mind renouncing his freedom, in favour of Miss Brown. 
Yes, there would be a certain kudos, in walking off with 
the heiress, just under the noses of half a dozen other 
fellows. With the Mater to back him,—he had a first 
class chance. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

B LANCHE DESPARD had been a true prophet 
when, alluding to her cousin Helen, she declared 
to her mother that “ Katie would bring her round.” 
The “ bringing round ” had been a much more difficult, 
and delicate manoeuvre than she anticipated; for 
Helen could never compel herself to think of her aunt 
and her eldest cousin, without feelings of intense 
repulsion. Nevertheless a truce was made, the hatchet 
was buried, and peace ultimately proclaimed. 

Katie’s lameness had been getting worse and worse, 
and she had been brought up to London to be placed 
under the care of a famous surgeon. After one of her 
visits to him, she went on to Lady Lesborough s, 
and had a long, confidential talk with her friend, in 
the back drawing-room in Lowndes Square. Helen 
was inexpressibly touched by her wan little face—sharp 
and pinched with wearying, and constant pain. She saw 
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a deplorable difference in her cousin since the days they 
rambled about the woods of Cardcw, and she used to 
keep up with Lulu and herself, with ease—using her 
stick with great effect. Now, although it had been 
changed for a crutch, she could hardly drag herself 
across a room. 

“You will have to come and see me, Helen,” she 
said, nodding her head emphatically. 

“ Dearest Katie, I could not ! it would be im¬ 
possible ! returned Helen, colouring warmly. 

“ And why is it impossible ? Of course it is because 
of mother and Blanche. But you will have to make 
up, and forgive them, sooner or later. You see we 
really arc your own relations,—though no one would 
have imagined it to be the case, judging from the warm 

reception we gave you ! ” she concluded, with a bitter 
little laugh. 

I think friends, do as well as relatives, if not better,” 

said Helen, “ and you were always my friend • and 
always will be ! ” 

“ And you will have to come and see me, for I can't 

come and visit you any more,” returned Katie with 
decision. 

. " Not an y more ! and why not ? ” cried her cousin 
in dismay. 

“ Because Dr. White thinks that nothing will do me 
any good, until I have had a complete rest. I am 
o ie up, as he calls it, and not move for the next 
three months. Fancy three months in bed—with 
my leg in a kind of iron cage ! ” 

“ Poor Kitty, how dreadful for you ! ” 

“ Y 1 es —i, 1 is not a pleasant prospect, is it ? " shrugging 
her shoulders And this is positively my last ap 
pearance, so I came to tell you all about it, and beg 
you yes, you, dearest Helen—for my sake, to try and 


! 
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let bygones be bygones, with the Mater and Blanche. 
I know I am asking an enormous favour,—and it is 
more than half, pure selfishness on my part ; but 
think of me lying up there in that horrible back bedroom 
for the next three months, hardly seeing a soul, with 
little to do but study the pattern of the paper on the 
wall ; for I am not to use my arms, not to write, not 
to work ; and imagine what a boon your visits would 
be, dear Helen !—I may not be with you long,” laying 
her hand on her arm, and looking into her face with 
wistful eyes. 

*' Nonsense, Kitty ! you must not say such things,” 
said her companion impetuously, " I won’t listen to 
you ; but as you seem to wish it so very much, and 
for your sake only, remember, I will try and bring 
myself to meet your mother, but with this understanding, 
that we meet for the first time noio, as absolute strangers. 
There never was such a person as Helen Browne, the 
governess.— I insist on this being thoroughly under¬ 
stood.” 

“ I am sure it is awfully good of you, Helen ; and 
you may be certain that mother and Blanche will be 
only too delighted to fall in with that view of the case ; 
_it will not be nearly so awkward for them.” 

“ Then we will make a new departure,” continued 
Helen, rising and pacing the room. ” Your mother 
can come here and see her niece, the rich heiress, who 
has arrived in this country with her relations the 
MacGregors, and we will have no unpleasant allusions 
to a former acquaintance. I leave the entire matter 
in your hands ; it is your affair. I am forcing myself 
to a forgiving frame of mind entirely for your 

Scikc 91 

It will hardly be necessary to add. that Mrs. Despard 
eagerly clutched at the olive branch extended by her 
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rich niece, and lost no time in making a formal call— 
in the character of an affectionate and unabashed 
aunt. 

On the safe and happy topic of Helen’s late father, 
Mrs. Despard held forth with sisterly eloquence. To 
listen to her now, he was dearer to her than any brother 
had ever been to sister since the creation of the world ; 
and all her devotion for him, she was ready to transfer 
at a moment’s notice, to his daughter,—her dear 
niece. 

Miss Blanche contented herself with maintaining a 
smiling, sympathetic silence ; her active little brain was 
already weaving many schemes on behalf of her lovely 
cousin. In the first place, Blanche intended to eat a 
certain quantity of that very unappetizing morsel 
“ humble pie,” then she would take her newly-found 
relative to her bosom, and adopt her as her dearest, 
most confidential, and cherished friend. This attitude 
would naturally be mutual—for Helen seemed an im¬ 
pulsive, simple-minded girl, easily amused, easily 
angered, easily appeased, and very backward in knowing 
the ways of the world. She, Blanche, would gain her 
entire confidence, find out her feelings with regard 
to Rupert, and strain every nerve to keep them apart ; 
the armistice, much less treaty of peace, must on no 
account extend to him. 

These are a few of the ideas, that were passing through 
Miss Despard s mind, as she sat in Lady Lesborough’s 
drawing-room, occasionally glancing at her mother 
and cousin, and drawing an elaborate pattern on the 
carpet, with the tip of her parasol; and to a certain 
extent she was enabled to carry out her schemes. 

Helen was a constant visitor in Cadogan Square. 
Her visits were intended for Katie, to whom she brought 
quantities of the most lovely flowers, fruits, all the new 
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papers, magazines and books ; but naturally she en¬ 
countered other members of the family, and was drawn 
into teas, dinners,—and even drives ! 

Sir Rupert s face of unqualified amazement the first 
day he beheld Miss Browne occupying a seat in the 
Despard laudau, was beyond description. He could 
hardly trust his eyes as he saw Helen and her aunt 
rapidly rolling down Bond Street, evidently engaged 
in the most friendly conversation. 

He was standing in a shop door, unseen by both. 
What did it mean ? If she had forgiven her relatives, 
would she not also pardon him ? 

I he very idea sent a glow through his veins, and he 
walked off rapidly to Cadogan Square, in the hopes of 
finding Blanche at home, and sounding her on the 
subject. 

“ Yes, Miss Despard was in the drawing-room,” the 
servant informed him, and in another moment, lie and 
the perfidious Blanche were face to face. 

“ Come to have tea with me, Rupert ? How nice of 
you,” she cried, extending both hands. ” Simmons,” 
—turning to the footman—” tea ! ” 

That was not precisely the object of her cousin’s 
visit, but he was unprepared to dispute the question, 
and gracefully accepted the situation. 

They talked round to the subject, that both knew 
must ere long, come on the tapis ; for some time they 
discoursed of the theatres—French plays, and the opera— 
criticized costumes at a recent fancy ball, and “ cut up ” 
a new book. 

At length Sir Rupert broke the ice by saying : 

” Your mother is not at home, is she ? ” 

” No. In fact,” pausing, cream jug in hand, " she 
has gone to a horticultural fete with Helen.” 

" Indeed 1 ” replied her cousin, still stirring his tea 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 207 


slowly, and without raising his eyes. " Then you have 
all made it up ?—Have you ? 

Yes—entirely, we are now tin- best of friends.” 

“ How very pleasant for you. I wonder if—if— 
Miss Browne intends to extend her forgiveness any 
further! ” 

It was all her own fault from first to bust ! ” returned 
Blanche, totally ignoring his broad hint. " What 
business had she to come to us under false pretences 
—trying to take us unawares—masquerading as a 
governess ? exchanging her identity with a stranger ; 
what madness ! ” 


“ She did succeed in taking you unawares, with a 
vengeance ! ” said Sir Rupert, looking full into his 
companion’s eyes. 

“ colouring slightly, " she certainly did, and 

you too ! She will never forgive you ! ” she added 
triumphantly. 


" And pray why not ? Why should I be more under 
the ban than others ? ” he asked quickly. 

Oh ! airily waving her hand ; ” you see we are 


her cousins—her nearest relations, except the Mac¬ 
Gregors, who will be going back to Australia. She could 
not go on keeping up a feud with us ; and she is so 
fond of Katie ! But you-? ” and she paused. 

\es, and I ? he asked with a touch of defiance in 
his tone. 


A woman can forgive her own sex sooner than she 
can a man, especially a lover, who casts her off. and 
disowns her ! ” 


Sir Rupert winced. 

“ She is terribly proud, and was delighted to have 
won the affections of a baronet under the guise of a 
pauper. She liked the idea of being loved for herself 
alone, and trusted in, to any extent, and it seems that 
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you shattered all these happy notions rather rudely ! ” 
concluded Blanche, with a smiling nod. 

“It is quite true. The truth seemed too hard— 
too impossible to credit. It was not because she was 
a poor governess I cast her off, as you called it, for I 
had never known her to be otherwise. It was because 
I believed her to be another man’s wife. Could you 
not help me to obtain a hearing, Blanche, to beg her 
forgiveness ? ’’ drawing his chair a little closer, and 
looking at her anxiously. 

“ No, it would be useless ! ” cried Blanche very sharply. 
“ I know from what she has said from time to time, that 
all love or liking for you has entirely died away ; that 
she never wishes to see you, or to speak to you again ; 
that were you to humble yourself to the very dust, 
she would spurn you, as you spurned her ! I am telling 
you the truth,’’ added Blanche (who certainly lied 
courageously and well), raising her light steely eyes to 
those of the unhappy young man at the opposite side 
of the little tea-table. 

There was not a blush on her cheek, not a quiver of 
an eyelash. She must be telling the truth, thought 
her companion, and he was the more inclined to believe 
her, when he mentally recalled Helen’s cold, haughty, 
impassive appearance each time that they had 

met. „ 

“ I wish to spare your feelings as much as possible, 

proceeded Blanche affectionately,—who perceived with 
inward triumph, that her plan was working well. • 
“ There is no need for you to humiliate yourself un¬ 
necessarily ; and I may as well tell you in confidence, 
that it is all but settled that Helen is to marry Lord 

Wandsworth ! ” , . 

•* So I have heard,” replied her cousin, at last forcing 

himself to speak ; “ but I never believed it. Tavy 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 209 

Wandsworth is a needy, useless young fool, and not 
fit to wipe her shoes." 

“ Oh ! not such a fool as he looks by any means,” 
returned Blanche with engaging confidence. ” He has 
a title, she has money. It is just what the chaperons 
call ‘ a most suitable match ! ’ ” 

“ It is nothing but vile exchange and barter, and 
maddening to think of,” said Rupert angrily, rising and 
searching for his gloves and hat. 

“ Well, Rue,” said his cousin, standing up to say 
good-bye, and holding out her hand, ” I am sorry 
for you—very—but it will be all the same a hundred 
years hence ! Console yourself with that reflection.” 

“ Not much consolation in that,” he answered ; “ but 
all the same I’ll try and sec her, and speak to her again. 
Yes ! I will, Blanche. I can’t let my whole life go by 
the board without one struggle. It may be no use, 
very likely I shall fail ; but you know the lines : 

“ 4 He cither fears his fate too much. 

Or his deserts are small. 

Who fears to put it to the touch. 

To win—or lose it all! ’ " 

" The idiot ! ” cried Blanche, with a stamp of her 
foot, as the door closed on her cousin. “ Idiot, idiot ! 
However, he won't be warned, and must take the con¬ 
sequences, and I shall make them exceedingly unpleasant. 
Yes, I shall ! ” addressing a fat pug that lay coiled up 
in a low armchair. ” I shall work upon her feelings, 
and if she does not mount the high horse, and give him 
his conge, my name is not Blanche Despard ! ” 

Sir Rupert was unshaken in his resolve to see, and 
speak with his late fiancee—although he had small 
hopes of success. He saw her the day after his visit 
to Cadogan Square walking in the Row with Lord 
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Wandsworth, whilst Lady Lesborough and another 
lady, complacently brought up the rear. Tavy Wands¬ 
worth was got up with enormous care, in a creaseless 
morning suit, patent shoes and silk socks, and was 
bending down to the white parasol beside him, with 
an air of intimate friendliness, that made Sir Rupert's 
heart burn like fire within him ; for the pretty white 
parasol seemed to laugh, and to heed, and to listen 
with apparent interest to empty-headed Tavy’s small 
confidences, and compliments. 


CHAPTER XXIX 


I T seemed the very irony of fate, that their deadly 
enemy—(had they but known it)—was the sole 
possible link between Helen and Rupert. An enemy 
to Helen, with a hatred born of envy, and the feeling 
one woman naturally entertains towards another, 
who has robbed her of her lover ! An enemy to Rupert, 
in that she was resolved to stand between him, and the 
fulfilment of his dearest hopes ; and as far as he was 
personally concerned, her bosom was torn between two 
devouring passions,—love, and hatred. 

Had Katie been as formerly, she would have been a 
ready, and gracious “ go-between,” confidante, an 
invaluable peace-maker, and readily healed the rift 
separating her cousins ; but Katie was lost to all social 
life and interests, and spent her days and nights in an 


agony of racking pain. 

Rupert had cast his thoughts to Lulu —but at once 
abandoned the idea as preposterous. How could he 
bring himself to pour his joys and sorrows into thei ear 
of that volatile, and mischievous monkey? Mrs. 
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Despard would be sternly unsympathetic, and lie was 
not acquainted with Lady Lesborough, or the Mac¬ 
Gregors. There was no one for him to turn to except 
Blanche,—and with what a discouraging result, we have 
just seen ! 

Helen, on her part, was only too ready to bury the 
past, and accord her free forgiveness to her late be¬ 
trothed ; weighing everything in her mind, softened 
now by the ease of her surroundings, she was prepared 
to make just allowance for his want of faith. At 
first, she had hardened herself,—and her views on the 
subject of his complete submission were on a very large 
scale ; but as day after day went by, and still he held 
aloof, and showed no symptoms of penitence nor any 
desire to return to his former allegiance, her heart died 
within her. She would now be satisfied with a very 
moderate amount of humiliation, and was perfectly 
ready—nay, eager, to meet him half way; but surely he 
could not expect the first advances to come from 
her? Vainly had she struggled to forget him, to live 
in a whirl of abstracting gaieties, to give herself no 
time for thought, and to endeavour to feel an interest 
in the existence of other men. It was quite useless; 
tl c mere fact of catching a sudden glimpse of him in 
the Row-of seeing the back of his head in a theatre— 
increased her colour m a very perceptible degree 

There was no one like Rupert,” she declared to her- 

davs wt! i? n u the admircrs of her present palmy 

fnXr f f , S ° P °f ing t0 her e V cs > an <l mind, as the 
tempt CaSt ° ff ' Wth contu ™Iy. and con- 

,- The brcach between them, seemed daily widening • 
h s name was never mentioned in his aunt’s house' 
is friends, were apparently not her friends. Perhaps 
he was too overwhelmed with regret and confusion to 
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venture to approach her—thus whispered hope, who 
ever told a flattering tale ! Perhaps as Mahomed 
was not inclined to come to the mountain, the mountain 
had better exert herself ? and with this idea fresh in 
her mind, she suddenly opened the subject to Blanche, 
—now the most affectionate and sympathetic of 
cousins. Blanche was spending the afternoon until 
her, and engaged in the congenial task of turning over 
and criticizing the latest additions to Helen’s wardrobe. 
Two or three lovely gowns lay on the bed and were 
undergoing a searching inspection, whilst their owner 
sat in a low chair at an open window, looking out 
ostensibly at some Italian singers, but in reality, making 
up her mind to speak on the all-absorbing topic, and 
striving to bring her courage to the sticking-point. 

“ I must say Madame Panier has a wonderfully 
good cut ! ” said Blanche. “ I don’t know anyone that 
puts in a sleeve as well as she does ! How much did 
she charge vou for this blue dress, Helen ? ” 

" Oh ' ” returned Helen dreamily, " the blue one, 
I am not quite sure it was not very outrageous, I 
know By the way, Blanche.” avoiding her cousins 
all-searching grey eyes, ” do you ever see anything of 

your cousin Rupert now ? , 

“ Rupert 1 ” echoed Blanche in a key of animated 

surprise. ” Oh. yes, I see him often ! But why do you 

ask ?” she concluded with emphasis. 

Merely because we were such friends once, and 
-ind I thought perhaps he would have liked to renew 
our'acquaintance now that I am established as a sort 
of connection—a cousin’s cousin, she rejoined, with a 

miserable attempt at mirth. . . 

"So vou arc! ” cried Blanche, sitting down on an 

ottoman, and making up her mind to disabuse htr 

companion’s mind, of any lingering tendresse in the 
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direction of the gentleman in question. “ I daresay 
it seems odd, that you have never met, but I believe 
I know the reason that Rupert avoids you so persis¬ 
tently ! ” 

“ Avoids me ! ” repeated Helen with rising colour. 

“ Yes, dear ! To be quite frank with you, he flies 
from you like the plague ! He feels that lie, like all of 
us, behaved miserably ! It does not bear to be spoken 
about—” and indeed it did not ; " and to tell you the 
truth, though you would never have guessed it, Rupert 
is a little tiny bit narrow-minded, and cannot endure to 
feel small. Every time he sees you, you remind him 
of an unpleasant event in the past, an event which he 
is trying to forget as fast as ever he can. in the societv 
of Lady Ann Ring ! ” 

" And who is Lady Ann Ring ? ” asked Helen in a low 
voice, and with averted eyes. 

“ She is a girl that is rather fast, and not a bit what 
you would call his style ; but she has lots of money ; 
and not at all averse to being Lady Lynn ! Rupert 
paid her no end of attention last season. Then came 
his little interlude with you ; and now he is making the 
running again at such a pace, that there will be a wedding 
at St. George’s before we know where we are ! ” 

" Really ! ” said Helen, making a valiant attempt 
to steady her voice ; “ I don’t think I know Lady Ann’s 
appearance. What is she like ? ” 

“ 0h > she thinks she is a beauty. She is always well 
turned out, in advance of the fashion,—she wears 
shamefully low frocks, and has very bold dark eyes. 
You may have noticed her riding in the Park ; she wears 
a grey habit, and rides a bright bay horse, with white 
stockings. She is outrageously noisy.—you can hear 
her laugh half-a-mile off! ” 

Yes, Helen recognized the young lady now by this 



214 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


flattering description. She was the girl she had seen 
talking to Rupert in the lobby of the opera house ; 
a girl with bare shoulders, and bold eyes. She had seen 
her more than once riding with him in the Row. She 
had even been introduced to her. 

Jealousy and mistrust are flics that kindle easily 
when blown by the bellows of neglect, and lighted by 
the match of indignation ! 

Helen felt her pride cornc to her aid, as she drew 
up her long white throat, and turned to her cousin, who 
was leaning back with her head resting against the 
bottom of the bed, and watching with half-closed, 
malicious eyes, the effect of the missile she had launched. 
A rival ! 

“ And when is the wedding to be? " inquired Helen 
with surprising composure. 

“ Oh ! I really don’t know that anything is positively 
fixed ! I should not wonder if it was postponed till 
after Rupert's return. He talks of going on an expedi¬ 
tion to South America—with his friend Captain Torrens 
—he has an interest in some horse ranch or mine." 

“ I suppose you will all be delighted, when he is 
married and settled down near you, for life! " remarked 
Helen, dealing an unintentional, but smarting wound in 

her turn. . . 

" Yes ! ” replied Blanche, with a swift, suspicious 

glance; " it is really time for him to give up wandering 
about the world ; especially now that he is tolerably well 
off, and can afford to inhabit his ancestral halls. It is a 
sin to see Cardew shut up. I daresay if you particularly 
wished it, and made a point of it, he would come and 
pay you a visit,” she added slowly. “ Shall I sound 

liim ^ 

“ On no account ! ” cried Helen, springing to her 
feet. That Blanche should offer in this patronizing 
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manner, to bring her recreant lover reluctantly into her 
presence, was an idea that was more galling than words 
could describe ! 

“Why not? He can only say no!" continued 
Miss Despard encouragingly. 

“For many reasons!” returned Helen, who was 
leaning against the window looking out, and seeing 
nothing,—with hot anger in her heart, and a choking 
sensation in her throat. “One will be sufficient, 1 
daresay ; and that is-” 

“ Yes, and that is ? ” echoed Blanche eagerly. 

“ That ”—turning slowly round, and confronting 
her companion—“ that I should decline to see him ! ” 

“ Oh ! really I ” opening her orbs in wide-eyed sur¬ 
prise ; “ 1 thought from your manner at first, that 
you seemed anxious to kiss and be friends! ” rising, and 
walking over to the glass, and rearranging her hair 
with little complacent pats of her jewelled fingers. 

Then you thought wrong ! ” said Helen, ungramma¬ 
tically, and moving towards the door, she added : 

“ Now I am sure it is tea-time, and I am dying for 
a cup of tea. Come downstairs. I have no doubt that 
Lady Lesborough thinks by this time we must have 
settled all the affairs of the nation ! ” 

They had settled a good deal,—had Helen but 
known. 

That evening Miss Despard sent a delicate note on 
thick grey paper, and written in a broad black hand, 
to Sir Rupert's club : 

Looking over his shoulder, we read it, too, and this 
is what we see : 

“ Dear Rupert, 

I had a conversation with Helen to-day, 
and brought you on the tapis, in the most diplomatic 
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manner ; but all my good offices were of no avail. 
She will never forgive you, and said that were you to 
call on her at any time, she would decline to see you ; 
so I have spared you the humiliation of the snub direct ! 
Come and dine with us to-morrow night, and talk over 
the whole affair, with your affectionate cousin, 

“ Blanche.” 


CHAPTER XXX 

I T may be inconceivable to some, that any girl could 
be so treacherous as Blanche Despard ; but we 
all know that " the heart of man is deceitful above all 
things, and desperately wicked ; ” and Miss Blanche, 
in addition to a naturally oblique, hard, cruel, dis¬ 
position, had what she considered, wrongs of her own 
to avenge! 

She had loved her cousin Rupert, as much as it was 
in her power to care for anyone ; and before Helen 
Browne had come between them, he had certainly 
seemed to derive a certain amount of pleasure from 
her society. 

Yet in her heart of hearts, she could not conceal from 
herself, that he cared for her only in a cousinly way; 
but she had cherished sanguine hopes, of increasing 
his liking to a warmer, and tenderer temperature. 

Very delightful were their strolls about the garden, 
their afternoon rides, their games of tennis. His notes 
and letters from abroad, were models of their kind 
friendly, confidential, amusing, and full of good- 
humoured sketches of John Bull, and Uncle Sam. 

Delightful, too, were the little gifts that he never 
failed to bring in his hand ; and more delightful than 
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all, was it to see him return again and again from his 
wanderings, entirely and unmistakably heart-whole ! 

Some people’s pride is easily aroused, and she had 
succeeded with the assistance of her warm imagination, 
and untrammelled tongue, beyond her fondest expecta¬ 
tions in erecting a barrier between Rupert and Miss 
Browne, that parted them as effectually as if the whole 
world divided them. 


Opportunities arose now of meeting each other ; but 
neither of them chose to avail themselves of the 
occasion. 

One morning. Lady Lesborough, the MacGregors 
and Helen were seated at the breakfast table, dis¬ 
cussing their engagements for the day—the entcrtain- 
ment of the previous evening—and opening various 
Dniliantly monogrammed notes. Angus MacGregor was 
a canny Scot, and it was pleasanter and cheaper, to 
go shares with his cousin, and indeed to bear all ex- 
penses, than live with his large party in a fashionable 
hotel. Mr. MacGregor was buried in the mornine 
paper, above which the top of his bald head was just 
visible though he occasionally appeared from behind 
it to swallow some coffee, or a mouthful of cold raised 


Da D °^ S 0 M ir , Ru P ert L y n n live down near the 

and wt S ? f hC s J uddenI y lowering his paper 

and looking towards Helen. 1 

coJr-'.'. Hk n a , nswered ' ™ th » sudden suffusion of 
’ Hls P lace 1S within two miles ! ” 

uncle " " S You V( know WI him m t hem^h^ 6 ” ^ 

sudden conf^iom t0 Ws ^ friend ’ s 


Yes, I knew him—once f ” 

significantly. 


she 


returned 
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“ And you cut him now ! Ah !—well, I suppose he 
was mixed up in that business—eh, lassie ? 

A faint assent was his only reply. 

“ Well, whatever grudge you may have against 
him, he is certainly a fine fellow. Just listen to this ! ” 
clearing his throat, and giving his spectacles an 
impressive hitch. 

“ Last night between twelve and one o’clock, a fire 
broke out in a house in Albany Street. It appears that 
it had been smouldering for a considerable time, and 
that, when the flames burst out, they made such head¬ 
way, that the whole upper part of the house and stairs 
were in a blaze, before the fire engines could be sum¬ 
moned. Some of the inmates were rescued with the 
greatest difficulty. In one case, a man jumped from 
the third floor into a sheet spread out to receive him, 
and informed the crowd that another lodger—a youth 
—who was confined to his bed with a broken leg, after 
making frantic endeavours to gain the stairs, had, by 
this time, succumbed to the flames. On hearing this 
one of the bystanders dashed into the house, scaled 
the fiery staircase, and shortly afterwards appeared at 
the open window with the boy in his arms. A roar of 
many voices greeted his appearance, and the crowd 
surged to and fro with throbbing excitement, as they 
beheld the pair above them, standing out distinctly 
against a ruddy background, and heard the loud crash 
of the falling staircase. 

“ It was indeed, a moment of intense suspense, tin 
the fire-escape reached the third story. Seconds were 
of priceless moment, for the flames were spreading 
fast There was a general gasp of relief as the crow 
beheld the adventurous stranger descending the ladd 
—a very difficult feat—with his helpless prize in his 

arms. 
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“ They had barely reached terra firma. when the 
floor of the room they had just quitted, fell in with a 
sound of thunder; and the window, in which they 
had been standing sixty seconds previously, was 
simultaneously enveloped in sheets of flame. 

It appears that the fire originated in the upsetting 
of a kerosene lamp in one of the bedrooms, and that 
the conflagration had extended to the very curtains 

of the bed, before its horrified occupant had realized 
the catastrophe. 

' The dense mass of people who were assembled in 

the street, received the lame boy and his deliverer with 

extraordinary enthusiasm. The former was wholly 

unscathed ; but the gentleman who had risked his life 

on his behalf had his clothes and his hair scorched 

" left a™ j very badly burnt. Evidently he is 

f ™ ° f r h0S ? W ^° g0 ° d decds - and b,ush to find them 
fajne, for he declined to give his name or address. 

And having made over his charge to the care of a 
relative, vanished in the crowd. 

haVC SinCC , learncd tha t the name of this 
gallant young gentleman is Sir Rupert Lynn of 

Hu r ssa'rs.'• M °° nSlUre ’ ,0rmerl y an offi “r ‘he Black 

blood?" s£d Mr Ma, r Ft ° f t , hing * hat Stire m -V ° ld 

<■ I should like M M 1 ? acGre f OT . laying down his paper, 
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" It's not a lovers’ quarrel, is it ? asked Mr. 
MacGregor, brusquely. 

“ My dear Angus! What are you thinking of?” 
cried his wife, aghast. “ These are pretty manners ! 
Don’t mind him, Helen, it is no business of his ; don t 
answer any of his questions. It is no affair of his 
when, how, or where, you quarrelled with this 
young baronet,—who has taken such a hold on his 
fancy.” 

“ I shall certainly take your advice,” said Helen, 
rising to leave the room, with an ill-assumed air 
of gaiety. ” I cannot possibly make you my 
father confessor, uncle,—you could hardly expect 
that ! ” 

When the door had closed on Helen and her 
cousins, he cleared his throat, rubbed his spectacles, 
put them slowly on, and looked gradually through 
them at his wife and his kinswoman, and said very 


impressively *. 

“ I’ll tell you what it is : Helen and that young 
fellow have had some love-passages between them. 
Believe me, I can see as far into a milestone as 
most ! Her face was the colour of the rising sun, 
the moment his name was mentioned! Shall I ask 
him to dinner—eh? Help a lame dog over the 


stile ? ” 

“ No no ! on no account ! ” protested Mrs. MacGregor. 
“ Fancy an old man like you, meddling in young people s 
love affairs ! Just leave them to themselves ! It they 
really care for one another, they will make it up ; an 
if not, it is better, to just let them drift quiet y 

apart.” 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

B UT in spite of Blanche's manoeuvres, in spite 
of their own disinclination, it was ordered by 
fate (who often takes these matters in hand) that Sir 
Rupert and Helen were to meet—and to speak to one 
another face to face. 

It came about in this way. Lady Frances de Lacy, 
—one of the smartest and most popular leaders of 
society,—was giving a grand afternoon entertainment 
at her villa on the Thames. The season was waning ; 
it was the middle of July, and positively "the last 
appearance for this season," of many fashionables, 
who were on the eve of taking wing for the moors or 
the Continent, and had just come down to " show 
themselves at Lady Frances’s fete. 

, T, he ^ awns an d slopes were scattered over with a 
brilliant, well-dressed crowd. Refreshments were 
served in the villa; though trays of tempting ices and 
strawberries, were carried about the lawns by six 
tull-sized footmen, with powdered hair. The Hun¬ 
garian band was discoursing sweet music, and all was 
going as merry as a marriage-bell. 

Under the shade of a magnificent lime tree, Helen 
Browne was seated in a low wicker chair, slowly drawing 

rpf™ r n °? th f grass %vith her white sunshade, and 

who sat 'sffohtl ^ r!! nothm S s - that a young man 
with a l 8 •*. y behind her ’ was pouring into her ear, 
" h Thi ? a &. a disc °uraging indifference. 

I he beautiful Miss Browne ” was the cynosure of 

1 T 0i l he SightS ' and one of the objects for 
critical remark on that warm, sleepy July afternoon. 


222 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


She really received every encouragement to rank 
herself as a beauty ; but she shrank with dismay from 
the tlattering prospect. No, no; it gave her no 
pleasure to see many pairs of eyes turned upon her, 
with unconcealed curiosity,—or bold admiration. Nor 
did she feel a glow of honest pride, when she beheld 
her last new photo exhibited in a shop window, between 
a popular burlesque actress, and General Botha. 

She despatched her uncle Angus to rescue it in hot 
haste—but it was gone ! The shopman declared 
that it had already been purchased by a tall, dark 
gentleman, who said he was sure that there was some 
mistake in its appearing in such a manner. He had 
bought all the copies, and, strange to say, had torn 
them into little pieces, and left them in the shop ! 

Mr. MacGregor hastened back to his niece, and told 
her this amazing tale, with much animation. He did 
not again fail to remark her rising colour, and her 
evident embarrassment. 

“ It was that fellow Lynn, I suppose! ” he observed 
to his wife, later, as he stood at the door of his dressing- 
room, adorning himself for a dinner-party ; and she 
subsequently heard him assuring his reflection in the 
glass, as he angrily struggled with a refractory white 
tie, “ that he could see as far into a milestone as most 

people." 

To return to Helen, after this long digression. 

Helen, whom we left sitting under the lime tree, 
feeling rather bored, and looking supremely indifferent 
to her neighbours—who were eating cream ices, flirting, 
and telling little society anecdotes (good and bad), 
under the shade of the same wide-spreading tree. 
Suddenly she noticed her hostess approaching a dainty 
figure in one of Neville's most novel combinations— 
and escorted by a gentleman to whom she was talking 
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volubly. His head was bent attentively towards the 
little lady tripping by his side; but when, within a 
jew yards of the tree, he raised it. Helen beheld the 
handsome and familiar features of Rupert Lynn. 

Little did Sir Rupert guess at the pitfall that was 
before him, when Lady Frances had smilingly received 
him, scolded him playfully for being such a late arrival 
mentioned, that she wished to present him to a par- 

hefwithou e t n deky here ' “ him ‘° ““'"P-V 

“ Miss Browne,” she said, in her clear, flute-like voice 
apparently unobservant of the curiously strained look 

of colour Un? H l aCC ' a c d hcr ra P id fluctuations 
ot colour, do you know Sir Rupert Lynn ?_Sir 

Rupert smiling at her companion, who looked as if 

vo , b r een i urncd into stone, " allow me to presen 
you to Miss Browne ! ” 1 

in^ V d°uct C L b0WS WCrC th ° rC5U “ ° f thi * unexpected 

“ Come, Sir Rupert, do take Miss Browne to sec mv 
plant-house ; and if you will allow me my dear ' 
turning confidentially to Helen—" I wil l,l ~ 

-•isa*??**®'* 

command, as she slowlv rnl n ° b ' a t‘ rUggle tor st ' lf ' 

“Ststoay, S* -P- «Kd^ 

seen^dTkt:tlo^ P su b ;ie er : v :;. Thai underneath 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


224 


this outward calmness, this studied composure, there 
lay a hidden romance—nay, perhaps a tragedy, was 
concealed from their curious eyes ! 

“ Yes ; there was something unnatural in the way 
those two looked at each other,” more than one clever, 
penetrating lady spectator, had assured herself. 

Soon they were slowly pacing the velvety lawn, 
Helen carrying her head unusually high. 

Sir Rupert was pale. He tightened his lips under 
his moustache with an air of fierce resolve, and at last 


he spoke : 

• " Do we meet as strangers. Miss Browne ? or may I 
presume that we have known each other before ? ” 

" As strangers—thank you, Sir Rupert. It will be 
as well to forget our last encounter,—when you were 
good enough to offer me your charity,” replied his 

companion, in a chilly tone. 

“ Yes, no doubt I have sinned past forgiveness. 

I know that I have no right to your leniency,” he 
returned in a low voice, “ but even to meet again as 
strangers, is better than nothing; if you will give me 
another chance—a fresh start, and let me make amends 

for the past in some way ! ” 

“ Past 1 ” echoed Helen ; “ we have no past, I thought 

we had agreed to bury it out of sight ? Pray do not 

forget that I am a stranger whom you have never 

heard of nor met, until to-day. How could we possibly 

have a past in common ? ” raising her pretty brows 

with a smile of interrogation. 

Her companion was prevented from making any 
immediate answer ; for at this instant he was accosted 
bv a sprightly lady wearing a costume of the latest 
fashion and a most remarkable hat-a very burlesque 
of “ hat. who, approaching him with outstretched 

hands, exclaimed in a high, shrill voice: 
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" Then you are not engaged to Lord Wandsworth ? ” 
asked her companion eagerly. 

“ No - 1 am not,—but I really do think. Sir Rupert, 

that for a complete stranger, you ask singularly odd 
questions ! ” 

“That’s true—I beg your pardon!” he replied 

humbly, and for some moments they paced the lawn 
in silence. 

They seemed entirely to have forgotten the plant- 
house-seemed oblivious of their surroundings, and 
indifferent as to where their steps tended. 

They were naturally surprised, when they found 
themselves alone in a deliciously cool, shady walk, 
where the branching trees overhead stretched out their 
gTeen garments, and kept out the sun. The band and 
he bu zz of hundreds of tongues sounded afar -off 

se S qu«te “dtot 5 ' Cd ^ ^ ^ in U >' S 

. 1 Iff an account of your exploit in the papers ” 

gan Helen abruptly.—It was not necessary to add that 
e nearly knew .t off by l.eart-that the paragraph 
l ad been carefully cut out. and reposed among the 
most sacred treasures in her desk at home ” I must 
congratulate you. on your courage, and your marvellous 

that°was not! 01 ™ 5 r*' 1 pleasure : " as to the courage 
the‘same. ”° t Ung A " y ° th ° r fellow woukl have done 

"And why did they not?" interrupted Helen 
Rl]t y ^ acco “ nts ‘here were thousands in the street. 

to risk your^ife* ° nly ° ne ° f ‘ hem aU ~ wll ° was ready 

fami hes '"and ° f them had ™ ves and 

not tblnVWhTl 

8 * 
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would stand by and see a helpless boy burned in his 
bed, without trying to lend a hand ? ” 

“ You were scorched and burnt, were you not ? 

“ Oh, nothing to speak of—just a little singe on the 

arm, I got going upstairs.” 

“ How did you get upstairs ? Were they not on 


fire ? ” 

“ Yes, the banisters, and some of the carpeting 
was in a blaze ; but I need not tell you. that I did not 
loiter ; they fell in about two minutes after. It was 
an old house,—and burnt like tissue paper. I would 
not have believed, that fire would spread in such a 
way, if I had not seen it. It devoured everything 

before it—it was like a furnace.” 

•• It must have been awful ; what danger you were in. 

I cannot bear to think of it,” said Helen impetuously. 

“ Can you not ? ” looking at her keenly. I must 
say, Miss Browne, that it is awfully good of you to take 

such an interest in a—complete stranger.” 

Helen coloured to the very eyes, and a hasty answer 
was on the tip of her tongue ; but ere it hadl found 
words, he paused in the pathway, and said Forgave 
me ' I had no right to say that.—I would have gon 
into the fire ten times to hear what you said just now . 
it makes me hope, that, perhaps in spite of all, you wil 

f °^hy foul'd you set such store by my forgweness, 
inquired Helen, with trembling lips, and her eyes on the 
ground ” Whv should you talk such nonsense, wh 
you know you have never even thought it worth whi 
to ask me to let bygones be bygones ? nor shown any 

as anything 

he answered; " but the reason I have not been 
to see you. nor written to you.— nor spoken, is simply this, 
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—tLVff red that I 1 l,ad offendod You past aJl forgiveness 

rprnn e Very , Slght ol mc ' n,ust have recalled hateful 
recollections , that 3-011 would think mo a mean-spirited 

craven, who deserted and disowned, and disbelieved 

and be IT ?*** ° f troul,Ie; and would gladly come 
and be filends, once you had come out into the sun 

Y0U / nay f ^ve me,—but it ,s more 
than I dare to hope ; but one thing is positively certain 

I shal never forgive myself. Helen, /am going ahmad 

riorrow I must be away for months. You don’t 

"'Helen P ,ffe ’ en i t 1 S, . 10u,d fecl K oin K away if-” 

ipHHii 

Lady Frances wants^vmi l° 0 ^ in ^ for you everywhere! 

mother “sh es to to " g/ . and ' Ru P ert ' 

is sitting ! T*. to you most Particularly. She 

walk ft w/ she whoTn SeatS f “ ,e e,,d of " lis 
Oo^come along Helen . they V ou ' 

cousin, and® leftSh ^u^'t ? r °'?- ptly carried off her 

the path aIone c„rsi/.T r S ,‘ a " dln G in ‘he middle of 
anathemas under his dark mousUche* 0 ' a ' K ' mUttcrin S 

intcrvLw^va^mereh'a^ruseTt % ^ for “ 

dangerous companion. * detach hlm from ,lis too 
between him^and^iTcld^ *- iad , been changed 

so to speak free and nv?i d . tlve * hc shook lnmself, 
the house, ’and ’ed g e d steered" into 

himself, seemed eager ^o h^ “* 
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She sang “ My dearest heart,” and there was a thrill 
of subdued emotion in her notes, that reached the soul 
of the most careless listener. 

!^In such a case, it can be readily imagined how it 
found an echo in the heart of Sir Rupert, who, with 
folded arms, leant against a wall, his eyes fastened on 
the face of the fair performer. 

As the last bars of the song died away, and she 
stooped forward to take up her gloves, their eyes met 
for one single instant—not in an inadvertent little 
“ look across the crowd,”—met and exchanged a glance— 
a glance, that was far more to Helen than the loud 
thunder of applause, which, after a second’s hushed 

silence, followed the conclusion of her song. 

On her way to the carriage, Sir Rupert accosted her 
once more. It was only for a hasty, hurried moment ; 
for Mrs. Despard was, as it were, driving her niece and 
daughter before her,— anxious to be among the first 

departures. „ . . , 

“ You are staying in Cadogan Square, he said, 


“ are you not ? ” . 

“ Yes, only just for two or three days, whilst the 

MacGregors have gone down to the country, to see 

some old friends. . , 

“ Then ”—lowering his voice— may I write to 

you ? ” (low as he spoke, his whisper was audible to 

Blanche’s sharp ears)-” and if I do, will you send 

me a line; even on, word, to speed me on my journey 

Wkh Here gl fthe e ^ ? a' g e. Come along, ^Is ” said Mr, 
Despard impatiently; " I suppose we shall hard y 

see you again, Rupert? Get in, Blanche get n, 

Helen ” she urged impatiently. 

There was no time for further conversation-nor 

for T any other answer than Helen implied, by givin 0 
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Sir Rupert her hand—her hand and a smile In 
another second, the fretting bays had plunged away 
irom the porch, and the lovers were parted. Ah * 
they little guessed for how long. 


CHAPTER XXXII 

A LL thc . wa y home Helen was thinking of her 

? \\ZT lc n T ! W J iat Would the burden 
01 it i What would he say? 

The meeting with her ci-devant lover that afternoon 
had aroused all her latent feelings-her love for him 

had stepped to the front, and thrust pride, indignation 
and jealousy, entirely out of sight. b 

me'n ? at Whv didT ^ ^ 50 cIiffcrcnt to other 
sound of w d hCr , heart beat tumultuously at the 

Ws gaze ? V01CC; Cr C ° loUr comc * a ” d go beneath 

he^ Yes To Vo ^ that he had misjudged 

\ c eS * shc couId s ec it in his face. He loved 
return to herT"’ of Q that . shc was certain. He would 

would be wen ^"Jhemyet f mcrica - ret “">- “<> all 

n "t" a™ p ;s, .S"”*,';'»/>"«>'«• 
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mind was full of a totally different subject than the 
various smart frocks, which had been displayed on 
Lady Frances’s lawn. 

It was half-past seven, when they reached home, and 
Helen hastened up to her room, threw off her hat, 
and sat down in the window, to look her new-found 
happiness squarely in the face! The letter would 
come by the early post next morning. Yes, of that 
she was confident. The post came round at half-past 
seven. In twelve hours, she would hold it in her 
hands ; but how was she to send the answer ? for 
answer, it must have. 

Dinner was postponed till half-past eight, and for a 
whole hour Helen sat in the twilight, dreaming day¬ 
dreams, and building many fair castles in the air. 
Castles in the air. indeed ! Already her cousin (the 
wicked fairy) had reduced her fair building to the 

dust. 

Blanche knew Rupert's ways from long experience. 
She knew that if lie wrote, he would send his missive 
by hand; so all dinner time, her ears were strained, 
her mind on the qni vive to hear the hall-door bell, 
dreading it unspeakably—dreading to see the fatal 
letter appearing on a salver ; but it did not come. 
The meal was safely tided over, and Helen little knew, 
that with the conclusion of the repast, her hopes were 
also ended ! It had been a mere question of moments, 

_ a matter of ten minutes’ delay ; and yet that little 

ten minutes was the cause of a heavy heart, and of 

many bitter, unavailing tears. . . 

Sir Rupert had hurried back to town, intending to 

write and despatch his letter at once but on the way 
he was accosted by a friend who detained him for 
fully ten minutes to' listen to a club gnevance-a fatal 

delay. 
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Soon after the ladies had left the dining-room there 
came a smart pull at the bell, and Blanche, who had 
been lingering about the stairs, received a note in a 
square grey envelope, addressed in a well-known hand¬ 
writing to Miss Browne; ” the messenger was to wait 

for an answer,” said the footman, as he handed the 
salver to Miss Despard. 

“ Very well; I will give it to Miss Browne, and let 
you know if there is any reply," she returned, ascend¬ 
ing the stairs, and going into the drawing-room —for 
appearances' sake. 

She glanced with a half-guilty look at Helen, whose 
head was bent low over some knitting near a shady 
leading lamp How pretty she looked ! even Blanche 

BhnrT^ I ! T , SeIf ! and llOW littIu s,lc ^ew what 
Blanche had in her pocket ! After allowing a reason¬ 
able delay of about twenty minutes. Miss Dcsnard 
again descended to the library, rang the bell md 

”T e i d M thC n () ° tman ' 10 tel1 Xpert's niessengiM - 
that Miss Browne had received the note—and that 
there was no answer.” ’ dn<1 tn ‘ lt 

of 5 f lei ? COU,d , hard, >' s,ec P all night, for thinking 
f the happiness that was to come to her the next 

mormng ; and early-as early as the first milk car 

sat dowiTat Wra j >ping hcr self in a dressing-gown 
Hn 7 h f r Wmdow to watch ^r the post 
How long it appeared—how verv verv l»n« 1, ( 

packet in Ms hand."^ Cr0SSmg ‘ he road ’ sortin g a 

had ^arrived,’ of "Zj'VlT jum P ed ' Her 'c«er 

' 01 course, but how was she to get it ? 


234 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


She could not, would not, wait a whole hour till break¬ 
fast time ; she would ring for Valerie, her maid. Yes, 
happy thought, hurrying to the bell. 

Valerie was amazed to see her young mistress up, 
and about so early-standing in the middle of the room 
with rosy cheeks, and sparkling eyes, and all eagerness 
for the morning letters. Valerie descended sedately, and 
sedately returned, bearing in her hand three epistles. 
One glance was enough ! None of them was the 
letter,' and Helen’s hopes fell to zero; she felt almost 
ready to burst into tears, as she turned over with trem¬ 
bling fingers, a receipt from a bookseller, a note from 
her aunt MacGregor, and the programme of a concert 
for charitable purposes. She felt as if life was too 
hard to bear this sunny July morning, but Hope 
springs eternal in the human breast,” and by the time 
she had sipped a cup of tea, she had begun to turn her 
thoughts with fond expectation towards the eleven 
o’clock delivery. Stimulated by this hope, and by the 
positive conviction that her letter must come then 
she struggled to dress, and to take an interest in her 


Deluded girl 1 your letter is lying inside the flap o 
Blanche's despatch case, and Blanche,who is not troubled 
with such a thing as a conscience,—is still reposing 

comfortably among her pillows. , . 

It is hardly necessary to dwell on Helen s disappoint 
ment, as the eleven o’clock post brought her nothing, 
but some invitations, and notes from girl fnends. 
Yet hope is hard to quench, and inventing one excus 
after another, she remained in-doors all day, behe ™| 
that her letter had been delayed in some unaccountabl 
manner, and that though late,-it would arrive yet! 

Days followed one another drearily, long, bl« » 
empty, days, and still no letter. 
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The Chimborazo, in which Sir Rupert had sailed had 
now been a fortnight at sea, and it was time for Helen 
to put away her dead hopes, and to give them decent 
interment. 

Blanche had witnessed the struggle, the anguish 
in her cousin’s mind, had seen with inward triumph 
her spasmodic attempts at cheerfulness, her eager eyes 
when letters were delivered, her face of white, bitter 
disappointment; “ so far, so good ! ” Rupert was out 
of the way for the next six months, and by the time 
he returned, Helen would be safely married. Yes, 
married to Tavy Wandsworth,—Helen could never make 
a stand against his overpowering mother, not to mention 
Tavy himself. 

“You and Rupert seemed to make it up again, that 
day at Lady Frances’,” she observed to Helen, not 
long after her cousin’s departure. “ I saw him chatting 
to you quite amiably,—but that was because his young 
lady wasn’t there ! ” 

“ I don’t believe he has any special 'young lady,’ 
as you call it,” replied Helen boldly. 

Oh ! but he has, and if he denied it, you must not 
believe him. I have known a man who declared that 
he hardly knew a girl, and was actually married to her, 
within the week. Men hate people to know they are 
engaged,—they think it spoils their fun ! ” 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

S IR RUPERT had awaited an answer to his despatch 
in no little anxiety, and had paced the room’ 
sentry fashion, while his Mercury was away. His watch 
lay before him on the table, and he consulted it eagerly 
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every live minutes; amazing to relate, his messenger 
was in his opinion not more than an hour late, when 
he heard his welcome ring.—We, who were behind the 
scenes, know, that the said retainer, had done his errand 
with all reasonable speed. 

“ But where is the letter ? ” demanded his master, 


gazing incredulously at his empty hands. 

“ There was no answer. Sir Rupert,” replied the 
servant. “ The footman took up the note, and after 
I waited for twenty minutes, or a quarter of an 
hour, he came to me, and said ‘ there was no 


answer. 

Griggs was Sir Rupert’s valet and factotum, he had 
accompanied his master everywhere, from Khartoum 
to Cardew, and he knew all about Sir Rupert’s flirtation 
with the pretty governess. 

Oh, yes, he’d eyes in his head ! the governess was 
certainly a good-looking young woman, who had turned 
out to be an heiress. It was something like a fairy¬ 
tale, but Mrs. Despard’s maid, declared that it was the 
“ gospel truth.” 

Well ! he, Griggs, had no objection to the match,— 
lie was getting pretty well “ fed up with wandering 
about, and he considered it time that his master was 
settled. He was the more confirmed in this idea, by 
the fact of there being a very tidy little girl,-—a game¬ 
keeper’s daughter, at Cardew—who would make no 
opposition, if he asked her to be “ Mrs. Griggs.” So he 
had evidently a personal interest in getting lfis master 
married ' He had felt instinctively that there was 
“ something in the wind,” by the way Sir Rupert had 
given him the note; and told him to be sure, and bring 


an answer ! 

“ Then you didn’t see Miss Browne ? said his master, 
who could hardly realize his disappointment. 
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“ No, Sir Rupert ! I only saw the butler and foot¬ 
man. I think she was up in the drawing-room—for 
I could hear some fine singing ! ” 

“ Singing," here was a cruel piece of gratuitous 

information. 

With a hasty gesture, Sir Rupert dismissed Mr. 
Griggs, and sat down to collect his scattered thoughts. 
Firstly, had Helen been revenging herself for the past ? 
Had she feigned an interest, a mock forgiveness, in order 
the more cruelly to dash his hopes to the ground ! 
What an actress she was ! How well she had played the 
part of governess! How well she now fulfilled the 
part of the rich heiress and beauty ! Nothing could 
be easier for her than to assume the r61e she had 
played that afternoon ! She had worn an appearance 
of more than friendly interest, how she had blushed— 
and hesitated ! Bah ! it was all put on.—it must have 
been. When she sent no reply to a letter,—a letter 
conveying the outpourings of his heart, his humble 
submission and entreaties; not even for an absolute 
pardon, but for just a line to carry away with him, 
to say “ that when he returned, lie might venture to 
number himself among her friends." 

She sent no reply ! Not even one word, but went to 
the piano and sang ! Sang ! doubtless a loud P.-ean 
of triumph, a kind of “ Io-triomphe,” over her credulous, 
and miserable victim. 

This was one view of the matter, and a very un¬ 
pleasant one ! And yet another presented itself before 
his mental vision.—Could Blanche the fair, have 
played him false ? Could she have intercepted his 
note, for her own private ends ? But no ! He put 
the idea from him with indignation. He felt ashamed 
to think, that he could have dared to impute such an 
action to any woman,—worse still to his own cousin ! 
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Then there was still another alternative—which was 
the pleasantest, and for this reason, he dwelt on it 
the longest. Helen might have had no time to reply ! 
Possibly the drawing-room was full of guests, and that 
would account for her singing. She would write the 
letter in her own room, and it would come to him by 
the early post. 

It was strange, that both should build their expec¬ 
tations on this early post ; and as a matter of fact,— 
they both suffered the same bitter disappointment. 

The following afternoon, Sir Rupert was at sea, 
was steaming down the English Channel on board the 
Chimborazo. As the Cornish Coast sunk below the 
horizon, he was aware of an odd and painful pang of 
regret. Why was he deliberately putting the seas 
between himself and Helen ? Already the salt water 
had worked a change in his feelings. Alas ! too late, 
he now regretted, that he had not remained at home, 
braved the wrath of Torrens, cried off at the eleventh 
hour, and gone in person, to request a face to face inter¬ 
view with his former fiancee. 


CHAPTER XXXIV 

I T was a lovely autumn morning, when Sir Rupert 
and his friend steamed out of Southampton Water 
on board the Chimborazo. The Chimborazo was a 
favourite Liner, and carried a number of passengers— 
chiefly Spanish and American, also not a few 
Brazilian beauties, returning from sight-seeing in the 
Old World ; but the ladies found Sir Rupert strangely 
cold and indifferent to the charms of the fair sex 
(an exceedingly handsome young man, who had 



239 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


undeniable openings 
His looks belied him ; 


lor making himself agreeable), 
he was taciturn, he was morose, 


he preferred spending hours in company with bis own 
dark thoughts, and in smoking dozens of cigarettes, to 
endeavouring to beguile the sunny days in agreeable 
society. Captain Torrens, on the other hand, seemed 
only too glad to make the most of the golden opportunity. 
He talked, he told stories, he promenaded the deck, he 
played Quoits, he played Bridge, he sang and he flirted, 
and made himself very popular with more than one 


dark-eyed Sehorita. 

They touched at St. Thomas's, and a few days later, 
they were really approaching the warm shores of 
South America. The remaining hours were devoted 
to packing, making promises of meeting or writing ; 


paying the Steward’s Bills, and discussing the merits 


and demerits of various rival Hotels. 


The Harbour of Rio, is one of the largest and finest 
in the world, and looked its best, as the Chimborazo 


steamed slowly up the river in the white tropical moon¬ 
light. Soon they had cast anchor, and were besieged 
by a crowd of noisy boats, clamorous for passengers. 
Boats embarking dark swarthy men in white clothes, 
and wide Palmetto hats, who talked sonorous Spanish, 
and animated Portuguese, and who came to greet and 
welcome various Scnors, and Sehoras. 

One of these gentlemen claimed Captain Torrens as 
an old friend,—for this was by no means Captain Torrens’ 
first visit to the Brazils,—and when lie and his companion 
had collected their baggage, he carried them off in 
triumph to his villa in the neighbourhood of Rio. 
He was Senor Carvalho, one of the working partners 
in the Donna Bianca Silver Mine, and hospitably insisted 
that at any rate for the present, Captain Torrens and 
his friend, should make themselves at home at Santa 
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Catherina,—the name of his very magnificent country 
house. The Senor’s family consisted of his wife, two 
unmarried daughters, and one son. Sir Rupert, when 
he had got the throbbing of the engines out of his 
head, and enjoyed a good night’s rest, could not refrain 
from endorsing Captain Torrens’ encomiums, and ad¬ 
mitting that they had fallen on their legs, and found an 
admirable bijlet ! The cooking—of its kind,—was 
undeniable, their apartments combined coolness, with 
comfort, and the ladies of the house, were graciousness 
itself. 

Santa Catherina, was a large green-shuttered, flat- 
roofed, white house, built round a colonnaded court¬ 


yard, or " Patio,” in the good old Spanish fashion, and 
surrounded by fragrant groups of Orange trees, and 
Bananas in tubs. The lower part of the villa, was 
screened from public gaze, by broad latticed verandahs, 
over which masses of glossy-leafed creepers, with scarlet, 
white and purple passion flowers, tumbled in wild 
profusion. 

Senor Carvalho and Captain Torrens had gone down 
to Rio on business. An hour ago they descended the 
steep white road, mounted on two handsome mustangs, 
and Sir Rupert was left behind. 

As Sehorita Mercedes and Senorita Inez, had promised 
that they would do their best to entertain him, he 
was in capable hands. They were both exceedingly 
handsome girls of the Spanish type, with black hair, 
indescribably graceful movements, and splendid dark 
eyes. Girls, who had been educated at a convent in 
Seville, and who spoke the most charming broken 
English. Even Sir Rupert was obliged to admit, that 
nothing could be prettier, than the picture on which 
his eyes were resting. 

Senorita Mercedes was slowly swinging to and fro in 
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a grass hammock, which was slung between two pillars 
of the verandah,—it hung so low', that with the aid 
of a tiny satin-shod foot, she was able to keep moving, 
and fan herself, as the slender hammock swayed 
to and fro, with a kind of rhythm to her sister's guitar. 
Her sister, who was sitting in a low basket chair, w-as 
accompanying herself to a charming little Spanish 
ballad,—a ballad that went with a most haunting time 
and tune, and seemed to tell of the heart-hunger of some 
hapless Donna in distant Castile. 

The two young Spanish Americans were not the 
least shy ; they were prepared to ride, to dance, to 
sing, or flirt, with their father's foreign friends. The dark 
man w-as of a type unknowni to these fair daughters of 
the South. He seemed preoccupied, and unresponsive ; 
he failed to understand the language of the fan,—and 
more amazing still—the language of the eyes ! 

Ihe girls had settled between them, that Don Kuperto 
had a love affair, there was some ice-hearted Inglesa in 
the background ; this alone, would amply account for his 
reserve and self-command. He had been with them 
for ten days, had sung with them, danced with them, 
ridden with them. He was a magnificent horseman,— 
even their brother Carlos allowed that,—and had not 
once allowed himself to be inveigled into the mazes of 
a flirtation. He might make himself pleasant; they 
did not want to marry him ! Madre de Dios! he was a 
heretic, and a foreigner,—but why was he so persistently 
silent, and grave, and glum. 

Ah ! Miss Blanche Despard could tell them the 
reason ! 

Five months later, Sir Rupert was riding once more 
through the streets of Rio ; steering his horse amidst 
crowds of gaudily dressed negroes, clamouring fruit- 
sellers, and discontented half-breeds. You would 
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never recognize him, but take him for a Spanish 
Scnor, with his bronzed face, black beard, Sombrero 
and Poncho. He was mounted on a magnificent black- 
brown horse, and conversing eagerly and cheerfully 

with his friend, Captain Torrens. 

Captain Torrens has not borne the alteration so 
well. His beard is thin and irregular, and his light 
blue eyes, stand out with a comic expression, from his 
dark mahogany face. The pair, have had a most t 
successful expedition—business and pleasure have been 
happily combined; they have visited the mines; 
they have crossed treeless plains,—giving pasture to 
thousands of wild cattle,—they have been hospitably 
entertained at many a lonely Hacienda ; they have 
traversed vast forests of rubber trees, and mahogany, 
and shot the implacable jaguar, the hideous alligator, 
the harmless humming-bird, and now, their labours 
o’er, are about to rest, and relate their adventures in 
the bosom of the family at Santa Catherina. 

After five months roughing it, far from the haunts 
of civilization, Don Ruperto is unfeignedly Phased to 
meet his two pretty Spanish friends, and feels that 
on a former occasion, he was rudely and stupidly in¬ 
different to their charms. Certainly they had nothing 
to complain of now. He seemed disposed to make 
amends for the past, and the girls agreed, that he 
was a most charming, and delightful cavalier. 

Mercedes had an affianced lover, who looked coldly on 
the handsome Englishman, and had given her un¬ 
mistakably to understand, that her enthusiasm must 
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were given to the new arrival, and there was a good 
deal of sonorous swearing, and one or two very 
ugly threats, among the Scnorita’s circle of discarded 
admirers. 

“ Where is the Duenna, all this time ? ” is a question 
that will naturally occur to most people. Senora 
Carvalho filled that post herself; but she was easy-going, 
excessively indolent, and incredibly fat, and left her 
daughters a good deal to themselves. 

“ How could she be expected to climb the roof on 
moonlight nights, and gaze at the stars with Inez and 
Senor Ruperto ? Could a woman of her age and size, 
be asked to take the saddle, and accompany them for 
miles into the country ? Of course at dances, it was 
another affair—there she could sit at her ease, and 
watch ! fan herself, and sip dulcics. 

Her husband had a high idea of all Englishmen, he 
said they were to be trusted, and no one could look into 
the Senor Ruperto’s dark eyes, and believe that he was 
anything but a mirror of chivalry. 

There was a good deal of pleasant intimacy between 
the four young people, an intimacy fostered by star¬ 
gazing and guitar-playing. With regard to the latter 
oir Rupert, thanks to Inez's instructions, was now quite 
an accomplished performer. He liked and admired this 
fair teacher immensely,—indeed once or twice he had 
asked himself, if liking was not too cold a term for his 
leehngs ? She was lovely in her own style ; magnificent 
eyes bnlhant teeth,—what a walk ! and what a figure ! 
but he shuddered, when her mothers proportions came 
betore his mental vision—and the Madre had been a 
surpassing beauty in her day. 

Inez though very bewitching, and beautiful, was both 
shallow and ignorant. Her education did not extend 
beyond reading, writing, dancing and guitar-playing 


A RASH EXPERIMENT 


244 

Inez resembled some gorgeous tropical flower, who would 
bloom and flourish in her own climate, but transplanted 
to cold England, how would it be with her ? How 
would the half-educated, impulsive Brazilian, accustom 
herself to high-bred, highly polished, highly inquisitive, 
English dames ? Then, she was a Roman Catholic. 
No ! no, it would never do. Charming as were their 
rides, and their music lessons, he would be glad when 
Torrens had completed his business, and they could 
once more set their faces towards their native land. 

And the fair Inez ? Alas ! she had been hoist with 
her own petard ! She had intended the Seiior Inglese 
to fall madly in love with her, and lo ! the cases 
were reversed ! She was distractedly in love with 
him ! The bare idea of his leaving Rio, leaving Rio 
without her,—threw her into a frenzy of despair. 

Sir Rupert endeavoured to blind himself to this 
change in his pretty friend ; he assured himself that to a 
girl like Inez, flirtation was the very breath of her 
nostrils ; that she really did not care a straw for him,— 
nor he for her. True, her eyes told a different tale, but 
that counted for nothing with a Brazilian beauty! 
Presently her eyes were supplemented by her tongue ; 
and she became not only exacting, but jealous, and 
arbitrary She could not endure him to speak to 
another woman—no ; not even to her own sister I— 
to walk or dance with a girl, caused a stormy and tearful 
scene of remonstrance. Undoubtedly matters were 
becoming unpleasant for Sir Rupert Lynn. Although he 
had never declared himself in any way ; nevertheless the 
Senorita appeared to consider him her exclusive property, 
and treated him as an accepted suitor ! Her mother, 
the phlegmatic Senora, had been asking pointed ques- 
tions respecting his relations, his family, and h.simem. 
Surely she could not entertain the idea, that he wished 
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to carry her daughter across the seas, and introduce her 
to his people as Lady Lynn ? 

Sir Rupert was, if anything, too sensitive, and too 
chivalrous. He could not bear to give pain to a woman, 
—he shrank from administering a rebuff, to his beautiful 
young hostess. What was the most delicate neutrality 
on his part, what was absolutely demanded by common 
politeness, the sanguine, and imaginative Inez, accepted 
for the reciprocation of her own feelings. 

“ Truly these Inglese were a cold-blooded race,” she 
said to herself, " they could not love like the people 
under the line,—but by all accounts their love lasted 
longer." 

Affairs soon arrived at an acute crisis. Sir Rupert 
could not blind himself to the fact, that some sort of 
storm was brewing, after an interview he had with his 
fair friend, one sultry, tropical afternoon. They had been 
members of a riding expedition, to an old deserted 
Hacienda about ten miles from Rio. A merry, dainty 
meal had been discussed in the grass-grown garden, and 
at its conclusion, everyone had roamed about the place, 
in twos and threes. Some into the gloomy, shuttered 
house, some into the courtyard,—some further afield. 
Sir Rupert and Inez were among the latter. They 
sauntered down mossy walks, down broken marble steps, 
and finally came to anchor under a wide-spreading tree, 
that seemed to grow out of the boundary wall. 

Seating herself suddenly, Inez threw away her 
cigarette, and said : 

“ Is ^ not strange, that this place is shut up, and no 
one will live here ? ” 

And why not ? inquired Sir Rupert, looking back 
up the garden, and surveying the premises. ” Ghosts ! 

or the Evil Eye ? It has been an imposing residence 
in its day 1 ” 
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“ Oh ! you may laugh ! ” returned Inez, “ but there 
are ghosts, and there is an evil eye. Fernandez Sandello 
says, that that house has such a bad name, that although 
it is so near the town, no one will live in it. People have 
tried, but a week,—and sometimes one night—has been 
enough. Santa Maria ! Santa Maria ! ” she exclaimed with 
a start, “ What is that moving among the bananas ? ” 

“ Nothing but the wind ! You are full of supersti¬ 
tious fancies. What is the wonderful story about the 
house ? Believe me, ghosts are nothing more or less, 
than rats ! ” 

“ Are they ? ” she exclaimed indignantly ; “ you would 
not say so if you were to see them.” 

" Them ! Are there more than one ? ” he asked, with 
a smile. “ In England we don’t run to more than one 
at a time ! ” 

“ There are two here,” she returned, with the deepest 
gravity, nodding her head towards the grey, weather- 
stained building, “ a man and a girl ! He murdered 
her, stabbed her in the throat ! He was jealous.” 

“ The brute ! I hope he was hanged,” exclaimed Sir 
Rupert, poking up some weeds with the end of his riding- 

“ Ah ! you cold English, don’t understand what 

jealousy means ,—you make no allowance ! ” 

“ 1 make no allowance for any man who could murder 
a defenceless woman,” replied Sir Rupert, with emphasis. 

“ No ! not when she gave him cause for jealousy . 
inquired his fair companion, with wide-open eyes. 

“ Not even then, could I understand it, he replied 

imperturbably. 

“ Well ! / can ! ” she burst out fiercely , I myselt, 
would kill anyone who came between me, and my love. 

Then reaching for a pomegranate blossom which sn 
held to her lips, she added in a lower, and softer key . 
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“ For instance, I could murder any woman, who dared 

to come between you and me ! " 

This was a startling announcement ! but it came in the 
most natural and everyday manner from the Senonta's 
pretty lips. 

Sir Rupert removed his wide-leaved sombrero, passed 
his hand across his forehead, and glanced uneasily at his 
companion. 

“ I can be jealous. I can tell you." she proceeded, in 
a confident, half-boastful tone. “ Father Pedro tells 
me. that I have a devil within me, and though you might 
not think it. Ruperto Caro, I am sure I have at times ! 

I cannot express what I felt at that 13 al Masque, when I 
saw you dancing with Carmina Salvano. Dio Mio ! I 
felt inclined to take a knife, and stab her." she con¬ 
cluded. in a tone of angry conviction. 

“ Of course, you are joking ! you never felt anything 
of the sort." said Sir Rupert, gravely, but as he looked 
down into the dark eyes beside him, lie felt instinc¬ 
tively, that they were the windows from which a fiery 
and implacable nature looked forth ; and that in 
the fair bosom of the Spanish girl in the linen habit, 
who was leaning back against the old tree, and gazing 
up into his face—there was a large supply of incandescent 
lava, which might some day burst forth, and overwhelm 
all before it ! 

“ Tell me,” she said abruptly, laying her hand 
on his arm, " did you ever love a girl in your own 
country ? " 

Here was indeed a crucial question, and her companion 
changed countenance, beneath the eager scrutiny of her 
questioning eyes. 

“ Ah ! I see you did ! What was she like ? Who was 
she ? What came between you ? " she asked eagerly, 
in her own tongue. 
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For some seconds, she received no answer. 

Sir Rupert’s gaze was fastened on the horizon, and 
there was a fixed resolve in his look, that the fair Inez 
failed to interpret correctly. 

“ Did she prove untrue ? ” approaching him, and 
laying her face sympathetically on his arm. 

“ Yes,” lie answered shortly, drawing his arm away by 
a brusque movement. “ She—but never mind, why 
should we speak of her ? 

Then after a long pause the Senorita resumed : 

“ Is it true, what Captain Torrens told me this morn¬ 
ing, that—that you are anxious to go home—to go back 
to England ? ” she asked in a curious voice. 

“ Yes, we have overstayed our time as it is.—We 
really must make a start soon.” 

“ Ah ! And is this the way you can talk—‘ must make 
a start soon,’ and are anxious to go, when you know, 
you will be leaving me behind ? Oh ! how can you ? 
suddenly bursting into a storm of sobs, and simulta¬ 
neously casting herself into his reluctant arms. If 
you go,—if you leave me, Mio Ruperto,” she gasped, 
" you will break my heart ! 

The unfortunate man now found himself in a most 
embarrassing situation. What on earth was he to do 
with this girl, who was clinging to him, and declaring 
that her heart was breaking ? He must speak out 
plainly, and at once ! 

“ My dear Inez,” lie began in a tone of gentle expostu¬ 
lation, ” you don’t know what you are saying ; you are 
overwrought ; you are not yourself ! ” vainly endeavour¬ 
ing to disengage himself from her clinging embrace. " VVe 
are good friends, and I have spent a pleasant month in 
your father’s house, and will never forget your hospitality 
and kindness—but when you say, you will break your 
heart at my departure—I know that you are joking ! 
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“ Don’t you understand me ? ” cried Inez, suddenly 
drawing back, and glaring at him with blazing eyes, and 
the air of a young l’\ tlioness about to strike. “ Do you 
mean to tell me, that you do not love me ? Answer me ! 
answer me ! ’’she demanded, with a stamp of her foot. 

“ I have a real regard for you as a friend,—but why 
should I deceive you ? No, I do not love you,—that sort 
of thing is over for me,—I can never love twice ! ” 

“ Then, Santa Dios ! what is to become of me ? ” cried 
his companion, wringing her hands in an .agony of 
despair. . “ Why did I ever see you ? Madrd Adorata ! 
cried this frantic young woman, ” I shall go mad,—mad 
—I shall die," and without a second’s warning she cast 
herself prone, in the long grass at his feet,—in an 
abandonment of misery, and a paroxysm of grief ! 

Far from being proud of his conquest, her companion 
felt a horrible qualm of pain, and humiliation, as he 
surveyed this lamentable exhibition. To think, that 
this untutored daughter of the tropics, this child of 
unrestrained emotions, should so far forget her womanly 
instincts, as to fling her heart, and herself, at the feet of 
a man—undesired, and unasked. 

The sobbing Scnorita, far from melting him into 
tenderness, overwhelmed him with repulsion, and shame. 
However, he lost no time in raising her, and replacing 
her in her former seat, and soothing her by all the means 
at his command. When her long-drawn sobs and gasps, 
had somewhat abated, he spoke to her gravely. In 
as few words as possible, he sketched the outline of 
his own disastrous love affair ; he gave her his confi¬ 
dence unreservedly ; told her how he had doubted, and 
cast off Helen,—and that now in return, she had 
abandoned him. 

“ But I can never care for anyone else,” he declared 
emphatically.—” I only wish I could,—but it would be 
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useless to try. If I were to endeavour to forget her,—in 
making love to another girl, her face would always come 
between us ! 

Then she must be bad ! she must,” cried Inez ; 
“ she has the evil eye, she won’t marry you herself, nor 
let you marry anyone else ! ” 

For fully half an hour, Sir Rupert talked to his 
unhappy companion, pleaded with her like a brother ; 
talked the plainest commonsense ; and at the end of 
that time, thanks to his eloquence, his air of resolution, 
and absolute self-command ; the fair Inez, was con¬ 
vinced, that the case was hopeless ! 

The Caballero at her side, had bestowed every gram 
of his affection on a pale-faced English Donna, and as 
far as she was concerned, his heart was as hard as 
marble. There was no more to be said; no use in 
striving with the impossible ; this was the third dis¬ 
appointment she had met with for Inez was a young 
lady of inflammable temperament, who had twice before 
fixed her hopes on the unattainable. Once, these hopes 
had been centred on one of the King of Spain’s aide-de¬ 
camps ; once, on a delightful Italian Count ; but 
neither of her former admirers, had been as irresponsive, 
or as cold, as this stony-hearted Englishman ! 

\ few minutes later, they were wending their way 
down the shallow steps, and up the mossy walks, through 
a tangled mass of lovely, neglected, tropical shrubs ana 
flowers. These, were loading the evening air with their 
rich and languorous perfume, and in some places 
actually barricaded the narrow, overgrown paths, ine 
moon had risen, and the party were already contemplat¬ 
in'' a speedy departure, when Sir Rupert and Inez passe 
o U t of P the garden wilderness, into the moon-floode 

courtyard. 
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CHAPTER XXXV 

S IR RUPERT not unnaturally avoided Scnorita 
Inez Carvalho en route home. He fell behind, 
as they entered a narrow track in the woods, and 
gradually drew back, until he brought up the rear, alone. 
He was riding with his hat off, at a slow pace, buried in 
some not very agreeable reflections, when he was 
suddenly roused from his reverie, by finding that another 
equestrian had joined him.—A man with whom lie had a 
slight acquaintance, one of Inez’s rejected admirers, a 
Brazilian pur cl simple ! with a peaked black beard, and 
narrow slits of black eyes, set close together, in a thin, 
sallow face. 

" I have to congratulate Senor Ruperto,” dolling his 
sombrero, and reining in his horse with the other hand, 
“on his conquest! How fortunate the Caballero 
must think himself, to carry away the affections of one 
of our Rio belles 1 ” 

“ I don’t know what you mean,’’ returned Sir Rupert, 
brusquely, “ you must speak plainer ! ” 

“ The Senor,” returned the other, with an evil sneer, 
“ will doubtless understand me, when I tell him, that I 
was behind the plane tree this afternoon,—and saw 
all ! ” 

Sir Rupert for a moment was totally unable to find 
speech. 

“ Yes,” continued the other, glaring into his eyes, and 
drawing out each word, as if it were a dagger ; " I saw 
the Sehorita cast herself into your arms ; I heard her 
offer herself, and her love,—Santos Dios ! I even beheld 
her at your jeet ! ” 
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“ Well, if you did,” returned Sir Rupert boldly, “ I 
am sure you are a gentleman, and will never allow what 
you have told me, to pass your lips ! I may rely upon 
you ! 

" Yes ! you may rely upon me,” responded Senor 
Pasco, in a peculiar tone. 

” She was labouring under a mistake, a delusion, it 
was a slight hysterical attack ; the sooner we all forget 
it the better ! ” And Sir Rupert made a movement, 
as though he would canter on. 

” Not so fast, my gay Caballero! ” cried the other, 
laying a heavy hand upon his reins. ” You have not 
told me, if you love the beautiful Inez ? 

” What is that to you ? ” returned Sir Rupert 
angrily. “ Why should we talk of her,—what is she 
to you ? ” 

” Everything !—for I love her myself,” replied Senor 
Pasco. 

“ Oli ! you do, do you ? ” 

“ Yes ! and you have stepped in, and gained her 
affections, and thrown them aside like an old glove. 
For this,” he added with a slow and deadly smile, “ I 
am going to give you a lesson—a lesson that will show 
you, that gay young travelling Inglese, may not come 
here and gather and trample on, an honest man's 
belongings. For this,” suddenly raising his voice, ” I 
am going to kill you 1 ” 

Sir Rupert was a man of iron courage, but he naturally 
put his hand to where he carried his revolver, the 

pocket was empty ! 

“ No ! no, not in that way,” said Pasco, readily in¬ 
terpreting the movement. “ I do not mean to murder 
you -and have a bother with the English Consul—the 
Duello ! will answer just as well ; my second will wait 
on you to-night ! ” 
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“ Do you suppose, that I am going to light you, and 
have Senorita Inez’ name dragged through the mud ? 
Do you think, I am mad ? ” demanded the Englishman 
sternly. 

“ I think,” said the other, rising in his peaked saddle, 
and speaking with undescribable scorn, that if you are 
not mad, you are a coward—and take that ! dealing 
him such a sudden blow across the mouth, that it caused 
him to reel, and before Sir Rupert could recover, his 
challenger had galloped down a side-road, and was lost 
to sight. 

After this insult, there was no alternative ; Sir Rupert 
would listen to no expostulations from his friend—who 
talked himself hoarse that same night, as he paced his 
tesselatcd apartment from end to end. 

“ It’s simply monstrous! the idea of going out with a 
sweep like that ; no one fights a duel in these days ; 
think of what everyone at home will say ; they will say, 
that you are stark, staring mad ! and that I was a 
criminal, to allow this meeting to take place ! Suppos¬ 
ing you fall ! remember you are the last of your family, 
—and the name becomes extinct.” 

” Someone must be the last of a family,” returned the 
last of the Lynns, *' and I don’t think it really matters ! 
Any way, I’m going to fight ! ” 

Sir Rupert’s usually cool temperament, was consumed 
by a sense of raging passion, and a craving to wipe 
out the insult, that had been offered to him that 
afternoon. 

" The Cotopaxi sails to-morrow, you know,” pursued 
his friend, ” why not go in her ? What’s the good of 
risking your life, for a mere-” 

“ Thank you, Torrens,” interrupted his friend, 
angrily, “ I had no idea, that you held such a lofty idea 
of me, and my courage ! So I am to turn tail, and bolt 
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from this blackguard, in to-morrow’s mail boat? It 
would be an eternal disgrace, to the name of English¬ 
men,—not to speak of the name of Lynn. I would a 
thousand times rather leave my bones out here, than live 
a long life, under such a stigma! I’d feel like a 
beaten hound to the end of my days ! Duels have 
exploded in England,—it is more than a hundred years 
ago, since an officer was hanged in Newry, for a duel 
across a mess-table—but here, we must do as Rome does ! 
Imagine the agreeable notoriety. I would gain, if I were 
handed down to posterity, as the Englishman who was 
challenged by a Brazilian, and who ran away ! No, no! 
better be the last of my line, than that ! I feel that 
fellow’s blow is scorching into my very bone, and I shall 
never rest, until I have had some redress,” he concluded 

fiercely. . 

“ And supposing you fall ? ” exclaimed Ins friend , 
“ supposing that by sun-down to-morrow, we have 

buried you in the English Cemetery ! 

'* Supposing that you have," replied Sir Rupert quietly, 
“ at least you will have the satisfaction of burying a 

man of honour ! ” _ , _ 

“ And you are to fight with swords ; I hear Pasco 

is one of the most accomplished fencers in Rio ; he will 
spit you like a sparrow,” continued Captain Torrens 
gloomily, “ he is as wiry, and active as a monkey,—the 

little brute! ” . « • 

“ You forget, Torrens, that I was in a Cavalry Regi¬ 
ment and can fence a bit too,” said his principa 
mildlv • “ you need not give me over yet, and should 
I be wounded to-morrow. Tor, I want you to promise 

me one thing.” 

” What ? ” asked the other sharply. 

" To take me on board the Cotopaxi, there they have 

an English surgeon, and it will be all the same to me. 
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whether I am on sea or land,—anyway it will be better 
than being laid lip in an hotel, and whatever happens, 
for God’s sake, don’t let me be brought back to Santa 
Catherina." 

He shrank instinctively from being received on the 
footing of an interesting invalid, and nursed to convales¬ 
cence, by the too appreciative Inez. 

“ I never met with such a cold-blooded, matter-of- 
fact fellow,” exclaimed Captain Torrens indignantly, 
“why, need you run the chance of being wounded, 
if not killed,—from a mere spurious sense of 
honour ! ” 

And here he recapitulated all his arguments. 

The Brazilian was not Sir Rupert's equal, he was not 
even a gentleman, he had sought the quarrel solely to 
gratify his injured vanity. Was Sir Rupert to fall a 
victim to the overbearing arrogance, of a fourth-class 
Brazilian wine-merchant ? 

However, he talked to the wind, his friend was deaf 
as the traditional adder, and just as the faintest streaks 
of dawn were glimmering above the horizon, and the 
ubiquitous sparrows, were beginning to twitter, the 
challenged and his second, sallied forth in dead silence, 
for the place of meeting. The rendezvous, was about a 
mile away, under the walls of an old white convent, on 
the banks of the magnificent Rio Grande. 

They rode between palms and cacti, past dusty india- 
rubber trees, high walls, and big gateways, till they came 
within sight of their goal. They were the first in the 
field ; it was a chilly, raw morning ; a damp, cold, white 
mist, still overhung the river, and the plains, like a 
gauzy pall, or veil,—soon to be withdrawn by the bold 
young sun. 

In five minutes more, the other party, which in¬ 
cluded a doctor, had ridden up, and the combatants 
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were confronting one another in their shirt-sleeves,— 
eye to eye, and foot to foot. 

The Englishman was not altogether the easy prey on 
which Senor Pasco had reckoned. True, he was im¬ 
measurably his own inferior, as a fencer ; but he was 
tall, and active, ready and cool,—but lacked the 
wonderful dexterity of wrist, that signalized the 
Brazilian, his cat-like litheness, and his skill of feint, 
—nevertheless, he possessed undisputably a cool head, 
and a brave heart. 

What would any of Sir Rupert’s friends say, could 
they behold him now ? the perfect type of a calm, 
self-contained, unromantic young Englishman, standing 
here by the river, in the misty morning air, with the 
weapon of an adversary playing round him like steel 
lightning ; and all for the sake of a little, dark-eyed 
coquette,—for whom he did not care even one 
straw ! 

Senor Pasco had lost his temper; the calm, unmoved 
manner, in which the stranger had parried, and stopped 
his most deadly thrusts (acting on the defensive), threw 
him into a livid fury. He became wild ; he became im¬ 
petuous ; he became incautious, and Sir Rupert, seeing 
his advantage, pressed forward, and gave his adversary 

a very ugly cut on the forearm. 

This was first blood ; and it acted as a spell on Senor 
Pasco. Once more he was stealthy, and collected ; he 
recalled the jaguar of his native forests, in creeping, 
stealing, and springing ; he cursed and swore blas¬ 
phemously, he sprang here, he sprang there, as though on 
wires, delivering each thrust with a blood-curdling oath ; 
and in time, he wore down his unpractised opponent, 
and seizing his moment, with a yell of triumph, buried 
his weapon in Sir Rupert’s breast ! He did not wait to 
hear if the wound was pronounced fatal, he merely wiped 
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liis sword, cast one glance of exultant hatred at the 
figuie on the ground,—whose life-blood was oozing 
through his white shirt-front—and calling for his horse, 
assuming his poncho and sombrero, he leapt lightly into 
the saddle, and galloped off. 

The Cotopaxi did carry away the traveller, after all. 
Captain lorrens was resolute; he refused to listen to 
the combined entreaties, expostulations, and lamenta¬ 
tions of the Carvalho family, and removed his friend on 
board ship, in spite of a most animated resistance. It 
was more than likely, that Lynn would die.—lie was 

wounded m the lungs, and the ship's surgeon, had but 
taint hopes of the case. 

Naturally the duel was hushed up as much as possible 

T .T Til “1 "T hushcd U P' the more "'as talked 

mv-Ti T ked ab ° ut , secret| y. confidentially, and 

S th e ' , vano . us lndeed were the reasons assigned : 

m.r-e T T- real r cause " as settled—(a woman, of 
course 1 the Senorita Inez Carvalho)—equally of course 

amazing stones kept circulating round patios and 

verandahs , and if these stories could only have been 

whv I H° T Bra T. il did ™>‘ greatly matter ; bu 

tt y taTt h o Europe^? ^ ^ ‘ 0n “ ^-" i: > d “-y 

There were paragraphs in a society paper- the 
Story was whispered over tea-tables ; and in more 

RuoortT Ub I smok,n S -room I it was said, that Sir 
hadTotT’"’ "T Spcnt haIf llis time in roaming about. 

1 ad hi , ? Sty S , Crape 1,1 Ri0 - with a Spanish girl- 
wounded n t C h °, Ut by her , br ° tller : "as dangerously 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 

T OWARDS the end of December, the MacGregors, 
and their cousin Helen,—who had been abroad 
all the autumn ;—returned to the delightful pied d terre, 
with Lady Lesborough. They had been nearly a year 
in Europe and were beginning to discuss their return to 
Australia in the Spring. At times Helen was half- 
inclined to accompany them—after all, what had she 
to detain her in England ? “ Many friends and not a few 

lovers,” the popular voice would have promptly replied. 
Yes ! but were not most of these, fair-weather 
friends ? she asked herself bitterly ; her days of real 
happiness in England, had been few and far between ; 
why not return to the scenes of her childhood ; reopen 
the old house in Toorak, and live among familiar sur¬ 
roundings ? Perhaps Katie would accompany her.-' 
as she was always longing to see new worlds ! 

Katie was in better health than she had been for 
years, but excepting by her father-Katie was not 
appreciated at home ; Lulu, her friend, and ally, was 

now incarcerated at school. , ., A 

But this idea of returning to the colonies was derided, 

and scouted, by all who heard the subject mentioned. 

Even her Aunt and Uncle MacGregor, set their faces 

a8 Helen lt was to make her home in England ; it was 
well-known, that this had always been her father s 
intention and that had he been spared, he had hoped to 
end his days in his native land ! But where was she to 
live > She did not venture to put the question to her 
little circle point blank. Was she to cast rn.her lot with 
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Lady Lesborough ?—or was she, a girl of two-and- 
twenty, to set up house-keeping alone,—or was she to 
return to Thornhurst ? Horror ! 

What her relations really hoped, and expected was,— 
that ere they sailed for Melbourne, Helen would have 
stepped into a more exalted sphere, and have become a 
Peeress of England, and Lady Wandsworth ! But this 
was not to be ; and after all, Aunt and Uncle MacGregor, 
when they conferred together ; agreed, that there was 
not very much in the young man,—beyond his castles, 
and his clothes ! 

The news of Sir Rupert's " scrape ” had been talked 
about, and written about, it came to Helen’s knowledge 
in various ways, and besides this, she received a nice- 
long letter from her Cousin Blanche—which gave her 
the fullest details. 

“ My dearest Helen, 

“ What a wretched correspondent you arc ! 
You have not written to me for ages,—you really arc 
hopeless. Now you arc back in Lowndes Square,— 
which is very central, I want you to do, a few little 
commissions for me ! I want you to call in at Madame 
Jabot’s, and see if she has cleaned and mended my lace ! 
and go and ask at Parish’s, in Sloane Street, why they 
have not sent me down those blouses on approval ? and 
my maid wants eleven yards of the enclosed pattern of 
taffeta, from Woolland’s. I suppose you have got all 
your winter clothes ! My best frock will be dark blue 
velvet, and chinchilla,—frightfully smart ! 

S “ When are you coming down to us ? Katie is panting 
to see you. She is much better, and is reallv able to 
walk about almost like anyone else: that imp Lulu 
has, as you know, been packed off to school in Brussels’ 
bhe wept floods of tears, when the verdict went forth ; 
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serves her right, the horrid young monkey, for anything 
to equal her temper, her tongue, and the way she behaved 
to her late governess, I could not describe ! You were 
very sly about Tavy Wandsworth. I hear he followed 
vou all the way to Aix-les-Bains, and you gave him the 
cold-shoulder \ My dear girl, if you saw what a jolly old 
place Wortwith Castle is, and if you saw the family 
diamonds, you would certainly waver,—and really Tavy 
is not half a bad young man—as young men go—and 
absolutely devoted to you ; you could twist him round 

your little finger ! , , . 

" Talking of bad young men, have you heard ol 

Rupert's escapade ? Still waters run deep. We had a 
letter from Captain Torrens, trying to make light of the 
whole affair, and evidently awfully anxious to hush it 
up • but I am afraid the story is known far, and wide I 
It seems that Rupert carried on tremendously with some 
pretty Spanish girl, and refused to make the amende 
honorable —in other words-to marry her, but wished to 
love, and to ride away. However, one of her brothets 
came to the front, and demanded satisfaction on bcha 
of his sister. Rupert was obliged to fight a duel, 
and was badly wounded in the lungs. I understand lie 
has paid a heap of money to the family, and they have 
consented to hush up the scandal. However I believe 
•Us a bad business, and I don't think Rupert will venture 
to show his face in England for some time. Anyway 

Captain Torrens is returning alone ! . 

“ Mother and Katie send their love, in which I join. 

“ Your affectionate cousin, 

\ “ Blanche Despard. 

<< p s __You might think twice of Tavy.” 

On receipt of this amiable effusion, Helen did not cast 
a single glance towards Lord Wandsworth, lus castle, 
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or his diamonds ; but she thought a good deal on the 
subject of the other young man mentioned in the 
letter. She distrusted Blanche's confidences, but 
in this case, they were corroborated by the open- 
mouthed purveyors of scandal, and even if appear¬ 
ances were not to be trusted, was there not an old 
proverb that said : “ There is never smoke without 
a lire ! ” 

After she had allowed the subject to rankle in her mind 
for nearly a week, Helen began to take Blanche’s advice, 
and to “ think twice ” of Tavy ! Tavy had several 
things to recommend him. In the first place, he could 
give her a home ! By marrying him she would please 
her relations, the MacGregors ; she would have Elspeth 
to stay with her, and give her what is called " a good 
time.” Katie, too, would be a welcome guest, and she 
would be in a position to show Sir Rupert Lynn, {hat 
she was not disposed to " wear the willow ! ” Tavy 
was good-tempered, good-natured, easy to get on with, 
neither jealous, nor exacting, but—it must be con¬ 
fessed —not over-burdened with brains! Still, a very 
clever husband might not be an unalloyed blessing. Sir 
Rupert indisputably had plenty of brains, but then he 
was jealous, mistrustful, hot-tempered, and worse than 
all—inconstant ! 

Blanche was nearly right,—but not quite; Helen, 
with all her newly-sharpened indignation, could not 
bring herself to call him ” bad.” 

The MacGregors, their daughter, and Helen, were 
paying a visit to a large and fashionable country-house. 
Their hosts were old friends; wealthy Australians, who 
had bought an estate, and settled down in the mother- 
country. 

Helen’s large American trunks and the lovely frocks 
inside them, hinted at dances, and an immense amount 
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of dressing, and gaiety, but Helen took little interest 
in the various entertainments, that were set going for 
the amusement of the guests. The only thing she really 
cared about, was riding. She enjoyed hunting, and 
accompanied by her Uncle MacGregor, the Colonial 
young lady,” went across country, in a manner, and a 
style, that wrung the heart of her Cousin Blanche — 
as she perforce remained among the mob on the hard, 
high road. 

Kingsford, the residence of the Erskines, was within 
fifteen miles of Thornhurst ; so Helen saw something of 
her relatives. The Erskines were hospitable people, 
and liked to have their house full of guests—and not 
merely for three days—or week-ends.—Among these, 
strange to say, was Captain Torrens, who arrived at 
Kingsford a certain dark evening, in time to dress for 
dinner, and to present himself, and his immense expanse 
of shining shirt-front, in the drawing-room, just before 
that important meal. He gazed appreciatively round 
the bright luxurious apartment, as he stood before one 
of the fireplaces with his back to the logs, and witnessed 
one pretty girl after another come sailing into the room, 
enhanced by the becoming set-off of a dinner toilette; 
but not one of these, could hold a candle to the last 
comer • the divinity in pale blue chiffon, with a diamond 
bandeau in her hair! And he was to have the 
happiness of taking this young lady m to dinner! 
This fact, had been notified to him by his 
hostess,—when she formally presented lnm to Miss 

Brounc. q{ a name i ” he said to himself, as he 

unfolded his napkin and arranged his glasses, previous 
to discussing his soup. After the soup, lie refreshed 
himself with a glass of sherry, and a good look at his 
fair neighbour. “ Browne may be her undistinguished 
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name, but she had good blood in her veins—the out¬ 
line of her perfect profile, her small ears, the shape of 
her hands, all loudly in their own way proclaimed 
‘ blue blood.’ ” 

But she was silent—not disposed to talk —not inclined 
to amuse him. He pulled his stiff little moustache 
reflectively, and asked himself, if, as she was a beauty 
and an heiress, she was not standing on her privileges, 
and expecting him to entertain her ? Well, he would 
see about it after the entrees ;—and until then, then- 
conversation was monosyllabic. 

By and by, they plunged into the topic of panto¬ 
mime, the late runs with the hounds, some recent 
grand weddings in high life; but Miss Browne 
avoided the name of Brazil, or any allusion to foreign 
countries. 

However, a little old gentleman opposite, with a 
bald head, and a very sharp face, was by no means so 
reticent. Helen had seen him listening—all eagerness 
—and evidently most anxious to get in a word, for nearly 
five minutes. At last, he saw his chance, and leaning 
across the table, said to her companion : 

“ By the way, Torrens, what have you done with 
Lynn ? ” 

“ Oh ! I left him at St. Thomas,” returned that 
gentleman placidly ; ” he was in no hurry to get home, 
—and / was ! ” 

“ Ah ! ” exclaimed the little old gentleman, wrinkling 
up his nose in an unpleasant smile; ”you had no 
attractions out there,—and he had. That was a nice 
business about the Spanish girl ! Lynn's a good- 
looking fellow, and by all accounts, played the deuce 
among the Senoras ! ” he concluded, with a hard old 
laugh, that seemed to come from the back of his head. 

His heart was merry with wine, and he was disposed 
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to be both loquacious, and indiscreet ; but his efforts 
at drawing out Captain Torrens, were nipped by that 
young man, in the bud. He affected temporary deaf¬ 
ness, and turned his attention to his fair neighbour. 
How pale she was—curiously pale ! It was rather 
becoming to her statuesque-looking profile, this exces¬ 
sive pallor; but certainly he had imagined that she 
possessed some colour, when he had been presented to 
her before dinner ! They talked the usual dinner-table 
commonplaces, and more than once it struck him, that 
Miss Browne had opened her mouth as if to speak ; but 
that, by some curious process, the words she wished to 
utter,—had died upon her lips. It never occurred to 
him for a moment, that she took the smallest interest 
in his late fellow-traveller, and that though she sat by 
his side outwardly a perfectly composed and well-bred 
young woman, inwardly, she felt a devouring fire of 
aching anxiety to hear from his lips, the true facts of 
what had led to his friend's duel, how that friend was ? 
and when he might be expected in England ? Pride 
closed her mouth,—nevertheless, the society of Captain 
Torrens had a strange fascination, for his neighbour. 
She hovered round and round the topic of his Brazilian 
experiences, as a moth does round a candle, but as yet 
she had never rushed into the flame, with any direct 
or incriminating inquiries. 

She was very lovely, he thought; clever, intelligent, 
and exhibited a flattering interest in his late experience. 
She was well-posted in the physical geography of South 
America; she had read the Conquest of Peru, and 
Mexico ; and many recent books of travel;—relating 
to the Brazils. He never imagined for a moment, that 
she had a special interest in that part of the globe, or 
that her studies were the effect, of which his journey to 
the West, had been the cause I 
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CHAPTER XXXVII 

r wo or three evenings later, mo>t of the party at 
Kingsford were assembled in the old oak-panelled 
hall, discussing tea and hot cakes, and the late run. 
Several of the company had been followers that day, 
but there were one or two daintily tea-gowned figures, 
sunken in luxurious low chairs, who believed it was 
much pleasanter to sit over a good fire, with an interest¬ 
ing novel, this bitter winter weather, than to go tearing 
across country, over enormous fences, and ploughed 
land, like Miss MacGregor and Miss Browne, who had 

* , . j * with rosy faces, muddy 

habits and an air of aggravating self-satisfaction ! 
ihey had both ridden hard, and earned the praises 
of their gentleman friends, and the plaudits of their 
self-esteem, and were now prepared for the gentle 

dclasscment of tea. poached eggs, and conver¬ 
sation. 

Helen sank into a comfortable low-cushioned seat and 
accepted a hot cake, and a plate from Captain Torrens’ 
lespectful hands, and that gentleman, having provided 
lor Inmsclf, speedily found accommodation beside her, 
and commenced a series of criticisms, and remarks about 
their capital run from Goddingtons Gorse. Another 
sportsman, tea-cup in hand, showed an amiable, and 
peihaps not unnatural desire to share in the delights of 
Miss Browne’s conversation ; and drawing a chair gently 
into her neighbourhood, subsided thereon. They talked 
of the run, and horses, finally of hunting-men, and young 

Mr Spiller, was enthusiastic respecting the riding of a 
certain “Tommy Pratt." b 
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“ He took the iron gate into the turnpike road, with¬ 
out winking—it was simply ‘ neck or nothing.' I’m 
blessed if I ever saw such a beggar to ride!—Lynn is 
another of the same class, and he can ride anything 
that has hair on it ; but he has done no hunting this 
year. Taken to be a regular globe-trotter,” he added 

contemptuously. . 

“ Ah, well, I daresay he’ll be here by the end of the 

season,” said Captain Torrens, " and show you all the 
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“Oh* by Jove !” exclaimed the other, abruptly, as 
if struck by a sudden idea, " that was a curious affair 
out in Brazil ! I never heard the ins and outs of it. 
What was it all about ? Fancy Lynn, of all people, 
playing the romantic, serenading, duelling dodge . 

“ My dear fellow, if I’ve told the story once, I ve told 
it twenty times. Only this very morning at the meet, 1 
was button-holed by that terrible bore, Eyre Hall, and 
interviewed by him with as much pertinacity, as if he 

had been an American reporter ! ” „ 

“ Well it is all the same,” declared Mr. Spiller, he 

is the greatest gossip in town, and whatever you have 
told him will be in the smoking-room of every London 
club, before the week is out. ‘ Hear-all,’ as they call 
him, is better than any newspaper,—I hope >ou remem 
bered that, when you gave him your confidence . 

“ That I did, you may swear! The people over here, 
have got hold of the wrong end of the stick, so it was 
just af well to tell the old boy the truth,-and let him 

S * ■'AndwhauX story ? " inquired Mr Spiller, rising 
, toi/p Helen’s cup “ the true and accurate account of 
how a very cool and collected fellow of our acquaint¬ 
ance fell in love with a pretty Brazilian, and fought a 
duel on her account ! Come now, Torrens, egi 
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Make it as interesting as you can—and touch it up with 
a bit of local colour ! ” 

“ It has been too much touched-up, and coloured 
already,’’ replied Torrens, crossing his legs, and speaking 
in a tone of suppressed irritation. “ It has been im¬ 
proved out of all recognition. The facts of the case are 
these. But perhaps,” suddenly turning to Helen, ” this 
will bore you ! ” 

" Not at all,” she answered with nervous haste, " do 
go on, please, and tell us all about the duel. So unusual, 
—so—er—interesting-” she stammered. 

“ Well! ” proceeded Captain Torrens, joining the tips 
of his fingers together, and leaning back in his chair. 
“ Lynn and I went to Rio together, and a man out there, 
connected with our Silver Mines, put us up. He was 
uncommonly friendly, and hospitable,—and had two 
extremely pretty daughters.” 

“ Ah! ” ejaculated Mr. Spiller, with expressive 
significance. 

” Yes,” continued the other, " the dark-eyed, alluring 
style. Lynn and I went off ; explored ; prospected ; 
travelled ; and returned to Rio at the end of five 
months,—and were received with open arms, by Scnor 
Carvalho’s household.” 

—“ Ah ! really—you don’t say so ? ” Mr. Spiller again 
interrupted with ironical amusement.— 

“ The Senoritas were delightful, no two opinions about 
that ! They made no end of us. Rode with us, danced 
with us, star-gazed with us,—and taught us how to flirt.” 

4 ‘ I shouldn’t think you had much to learn in that line,” 
said Mr. Spiller, with a laugh; “ but how did Lynn get 
on ? Was he a promising pupil ? ” 

“ No ! I cannot say that he was. He did not make 
the most of his opportunities ; he was more or less a 
passive victim,—and the unlucky young lady, instead 
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of drawing him, into her net,—fell into the snare herself, 
and became most flagrantly, and idiotically in love with 
the stony-hearted Englishman ! ” 

“ A pres ? " demanded Mr. Spiller, with an air of rapt 
attention—and slightly raised brows. 

“ A pres ? As far as I could see, she bothered the 
very life out of Lynn ; he was dying to cut the whole 
concern, and come home, but the affairs of the mine 
delayed us. I believe one of the Senorita’s admirers 
was furiously jealous,—naturally perhaps, seeing that 
she had no longer eyes, or ears, for any of her own com¬ 
patriots ; he sought a quarrel, and Lynn was ready,— 
foolishly ready,—to oblige him ! Pasco was a regular 
little bounder ! A common, underbred blackguard, not 
worth a charge of shot ! but Lynn was the challenged ! 
He would have his own way ; they fought early one 
morning, by the banks of the Rio Grande; the 
Brazilian was a noted duellist, and after meeting with a 
cool, steady resistance, that nearly drove him frantic, 
he ran Lynn through the lungs, and went off laughing! 
The Carvalhos were in an awful state ; they wanted to 
nurse the wounded man, of course,—but we had had 
enough of Senorita Inez, and I carried her victim to 
the steamer on the spot ; he was in a bad way for days, 
and quite off his head at times; however, when we 
parted at St. Thomas, he was fairly convalescent, and 
able to crawl out into the sun. He intends to come home 
by the States, so he tells me ! ” 

“ And do you mean to say he did not care about the 
girl ? ” inquired Mr. Spiller, with round-eyed amazement, 
and an expression of mildly subdued unbelief. 

“ No more than you do,” returned the other, with 
warm asseveration; “ no more ’’—turning to where 
Helen sat with straining ears but veiled eyes—“ no 
more,” triumphantly, “ than he cares for Miss Browne 1 ” 
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A rich flood of colour suffused Miss Browne’s cheeks 
at this declaration. 

“ And why was he so hard-hearted ? ” asked Mr. 
Spiller, judicially ; “ come now,—lie must have had some 
reason ! ” 

“ Well, I think there was—you won’t mention this ?— 

some girl at home, I believe-” 

“ Who ? I did not see him paying special attention 
to anyone last season ;—he is not much of a society 
man.” 

” I don’t know who she is, or was ; but this I can tell 
you,” proceeded Captain Torrens, who was certainly 
“ garrulously given ” ; “ he was awfully down on his 
luck when we left England, and for the first month 
or so in Brazil—something on his mind, and, not a word 
to throw to a dog !—and he used to be such a cheery 
fellow.” 

“ Looked as if lie was in love,” said Mr. Spiller, with 
a laugh. “ Eh ? Miss Browne, what do you say ? " 
appealing to Helen with a broad grin. 

But Helen was past all power of distinct utterance, 
and a ghastly imitation of his own smile, was her only 
reply. 

” And this was confirmed,” proceeded Captain 
Torrens, dropping his voice confidentially, “ when we 
were at sea,—and he was delirious ; for, at other times, 
he was tremendously reserved, and close about his 
affairs—but when he was off his head, he was constantly 
muttering about some letter, always asking for it— 
and if it had come. It was really painful to listen, and 
to witness his terrible anxiety. He would declare over 
and over again, that I was keeping it from him, and all 
sorts of things. He used to try and get up, and search 
for this letter, and altogether was so stark, staring mad 
on one subject, that I made up a counterfeit epistle. 
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addressed it in a lady’s hand, sealed it, and gave it to 
him, to put an end to his incessant, and wearisome 
questions.” 

“ Well ! ” inquired the other gentleman, “ did that 
satisfy him ? ” 

“ Yes, in a way,—he was too weak to open or read it, 
so I put it under his pillow, and he seemed to be perfectly 
happy as long as he had it in his hand.” 

“ Poor beggar ! Are you sure it was a letter from a 
woman ? Maybe it was about money, just as likely,— 
and from a man.” 

” You may be right,” replied Captain Torrens, with a 
little sarcastic bow, “but I have never yet met a man 

with the name of ‘ Helen.’ ” 

" Oh ! so that was her name ! And when he came to 
his senses,what did he think of the little joke you played 

upon him about the dummy letter ? ” 

“When he began to come round, I just slipped it 
away when he was asleep—and I fancied that I saw him 
searching for it, but no doubt the poor fellow thought 

the whole thing was a dream.” 

“ And naturally, you never undeceived him.” 

“ Need you ask ? ” rejoined Captain Torrens. 

“ Well i it has been a most interesting recital on the 
whole. What do you think, Miss Browne ? ” said Mr. 

Spiller, turning towards her. 

“ Qh very,” she replied with an effort,—an effort 

that was not noticed by her companions. To them, she 
had merely appeared silent, uninterested, and perhaps 


a little bored ! _ ,. 

“ Torrens ! Lady Darvill is calling you ; don t you 

see her gestures of command ? You had better go, and 

find out what she wants, and I’ll take your chair. Now 

Miss Browne,” continued Mr. Spiller, in a tone of 

intimate confidence, “ did you ever know such a sieve in 
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your life as that fellow ? I think Lynn shows a vast 
amount of discretion, in keeping Ins affairs to himself . 
And from what / know of him. lie would he in a towering 
rage, if he dreamt that Torrens had been lifting the veil 
from his little heart secrets, for our amusement . » (, 'i 

don’t know Lynn, I believe ? He is seldom at ( ardew . 
A rattling good sort, and I've often wondered, what 
he saw in that blithering idiot! Oh! are you going i 
as Helen rose. " Well, no doubt you'll be glad 
to get rid of your habit! Ibis half hour before the 
dressing-bell, is the most deadly time of the day. One 
is too sleepy to read, too hungry to talk, too late to cut 
in to Bridge. Ah, well ! ” picking up her hunting- 
crop, and handing it towards her—“ the best friends 
must part. An revoir ! " 


CHAPTER XXXVIII 

I TELEX'S mind was in a ferment, when she 
reached her room ! She did not ring for her 
maid, nor divest herself of her habit, but merely sat 
before the fire, with her hands locked round her knees, 
her eyes intent on the hot coals, and her heart given 
up to a raging conflict, between doubt, and joy. II 
Rupert had expected a letter, and it was not a mere 
species of mental craze, connected with his illness,— 
he must have written to her! Where, then, was his 
letter ? Apparently she was in his mind, she and 
no one else. His friend Captain Torrens, had un¬ 
intentionally cleared him. This was the conviction 
she arrived at, as she reluctantly brought her day¬ 
dreams to an end, and rose, and rang for her maid. 
Never, had her fellow guests seen Miss Browne so 
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brilliant or so animated as she was that evening, and 
why ? Because Miss Browne’s heart felt extraordinarily 
light, and the state of her mind was reflected in her face. 

& The Erskines—unaware of a little unpleasantness, 
that had formerly existed between Miss Browne and her 
relations at Thorn hurst—invited Miss Despard to 
spend two days at Kingsford, they were within reach of 
a notable meet, and were giving a dance the same evening, 
_needless to say, Blanche accepted with effusion. 

It has been already stated, that Miss Despard was 
not much of a horsewoman. She had the ambition to 
shine in the hunting-field, but lacked two very necessary 


items—skill, and nerve. 

A large meet, with a little jogging from cover to 
cover, was precisely the kind of riding that suited Miss 
Despard. Just a nice orderly trot along the lanes ;— 
mounted on a perfectly mannered steed, with an agree¬ 
able cavalier to ride at her bridle.—The morning of the 
meet, it turned out, that her own horse, Propriety, 

could not be ridden, lie was lame ! 

“ But perhaps you have something that would 
carry me ? " she asked, turning her light eyes upon 

her host. , ± . , 

" Oh well ' I am afraid we have none that you 

would care about riding.” he answered doubtfully. 

“ Fireking shies—and Volcano, pulls a good bit. 

“ You can have one of my hunters, Blanche, with 

nleasure ” interposed Helen. “ I have two here, and you 

siaH take your choice ! Would you like Wal aby ? ” 

“ I am afraid Wallaby would be a little too much 

for Miss Despard,” protested the master of the house, 

" he is nervous, and wants to be ridden by someone 

like Miss Browne—with a very light hand. 

■ oh as to that, I have a light hand too, Mr. Erskine, 

said Blanche, reddening with anger. “ I ve never 
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seen him doing anything wonderful with Helm- he 
seems quiet enough. I can ride every bit as well as 
she can,—in my own style. \ 011 fain y 1 am no horse¬ 
woman, because I don t hunt ; but tliat is not the 
reason at all. 1 do not follow the hounds, nor go across 
country, simply because I think it is an amusement 
only for men ,—and I do not approve of it for .1 woman ! 

“Oh! well, all right, Miss De>pard. It your cousin 
gives you the mount, and you think you < an manage 
him, 1 am sure I shall only be too delighted to number 
you among our cavalry, and Wallaby shall be brought 
round for you at eleven o’clock.—I only hope to good¬ 
ness,” he muttered to himself, as he left the room, 
“ that she won’t give him a sore back ! ” 


At eleven o’clock, all the hunting-party were 
assembled in the hall, or on the steps. Various fine 
weight-carriers, and well-to-do looking hacks, were 
champing bits, and pawing gravel, in anticipation of 
a speedy start. 

“ Here comes Wallaby, Blanche.” said her cousin, 
as a handsome chestnut was led. sidling up, ” he looks 
a little fresh to-day ; he’ll be all right if you will give 
him a good breather across the park.” 

But Blanche’s courage was rapidly oozing away al 
her fingers’ ends, and she presented an abjectly limp, 
and miserable figure, when she and her ” corky 
steed, moved off with the rest of the parly, cn route 
to the “ meet.” She did not venture to follow most 
of them, in a wild gay gallop over the short turf. No, 
she and one or two others remained in the hard, gravelled 
avenue,—but it was all she could do to restrain Wallaby. 
He snorted, he tossed his head up and down, with 
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angry impatience, and lie felt as light and airy on his 

legs as if he were actually on wires ! 

- Oh ! that she had bitten her tongue through, 
before she had ever expressed a desire to ride this 

devilish beast.” . ,, , 

Out on the road, they all joined forces, and Wallaby 

asserted himself, by trotting out to the very front 

lie would lead the cavalcade, in spite of her, and the 

trot, trot, trot of his equine friends in the rear, mere y 

hastened his movements ; also he was bearing heavi y 

on the bit, and nearly pulling her arms out. Then 1 

all happened in a moment! Men were cutting 

timber and a tree fell with a crash in a plantation 

close to the road, and Wallaby made one mad plunge 

forward, threw up his head, snatched the reins out 

of his rider’s cold and aching hands ; and—accom- 

panied by another horse,-" bolted ! For abou a 

nuarter of a mile, it was a neck and neck race. 

Blanche clinging to the mane, and shrieking in a manner 

ferrible to litar the man on the other animal sawing 
his horse's mouth, and muttering imprecations betweer 

hiS / ,enCh aWe t :: t draw A W la but he wIuab a y &!! Tore on', 
“ iTto Jreater and greater exertions" by the alarm- 

'MonlTdart ng round the sharp angle of a demesne 
waU lost his 8 legs, and came down heavily, rolling 

over on his soon arrived upon the 

h r alf k cove b red"with"mud, looking rather ashamed of 
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himself,—held by a little ragged boy ; an old woman, 
the proprietor of an adjacent donkey and cart, sup¬ 
ported Blanche, who was lying against a bank, to all 
appearances quite dead ! But she was not dead, only 
stunned, and badly injured; her ribs were crushed, 
her right leg was broken. Of course these misfortunes 
were not discovered there, on the roadside,—but when 
she had been carefully removed to Mr. Erskine’s, and 
submitted to the inspection of no less than four doctors. 

Undoubtedly the patient was in a bad way, it was 
a serious case,—her mother must be telegraphed for, 
at once. 

Mrs. Despard, who had been in London, arrived by 
the first train the following morning, and was received 
by Helen. Her aunt’s dismay was great,—greater than 
her actual grief. 

Was it possible, that she was to be the mother of 
two crippled daughters ? In that case, it were better 
almost that Blanche should die ! 

The patient’s condition was so critical, that it was 
decided to prepare her for the worst. If, as was 
likely, inflammation were to set in, her life would 
be reckoned by hours,—but who was to tell her ? 
Who was to undertake this painful office ? Not her 
mother, oh no ! She put the idea from her with a 
horrified shudder, “ her trouble,” she assured Mrs. 
Erskine, “ was bitter enough without that” 

Helen was her next nearest relative,—and the hours 
were flying. It was decided that she was to break it 
to her cousin, that her hours were numbered ! 

“ Yes, my dear girl, you tnust” urged Mrs. Erskine, 
” you see her mother is so terribly cut up. Our Parson 
is from home this week,—it would be better for you 
to break it to her, than the doctor, and a hint in these 
cases is sufficient,” she concluded in a whisper. 
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So. just as the lamps were beginning to be lighted, 
the shutters closed and daylight shut out, Helen stole 
into the sick-room on her fatal errand,—and the nurse 
crept down to her tea. The patient was lying on her 
back, her face as white as death, her glassy eyes fixed 
upon vacancy. Helen took a seat near the bed, and 
said very gently : 

“ How do you feel now, Blanche,—any easier ? ” 

“ Yes, I am not in much pain ; not nearly as much 
as you would expect from all my broken bones. At 
first it was awful, but now I scarcely feel any pain 

at all.” . 

Helen turned pale; this immunity from suffering, 
was the most deadly symptom. She glanced at the 
pinched face among the pillows, her lips parted as if 
about to speak, but there was such a huge lump in 
her throat. 

“ Why do you look at me so oddly, Helen ? do you 
think I am so very ill ? 

“ Yes, dear, very ill,” she returned in a low 


“ Do you think I am going to die ? she asked in 

a horrified whisper. . , . . 

“ I cannot tell ; you are m Heaven s handswe 

must all die some time,” faltered Helen, piteously. 

“ i see you think badly of my chance ! ” 

For some moments there was a dead silence, only 
broken by the loud ticking of a little clock on the 
mm tel niece Helen could not utter a word ; she was 
crying ^quietly ; it seemed so awful to her that tins 
JZ gut a few years older than herself, should now be 
standing alone on the threshold of another world ; she 
who but two days ago had seemed the strongest, and 

most long-lived looking of them aU 1 

" Don't cry, Helen,” came a voice from the bed. 
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“ it hurts me desperately to see you crying for me. 
If you knew something, you would never look at me 
again,—much less shed a tear on my behalf ! 

“ If you mean about, when I was a governess,—don't 
think of it, dear Blanche, I have freely forgiven 
everyone long ago, please put it out of your mind ; 
and you must not talk or excite yourself ; do let un¬ 
read to you,”—reaching her hand, for a prayer-book. 

“ No, no ; ” with a weak gesture, " not yet. If I 
am dying I won’t go, before I’ve confessed to you, and 
told you all. Helen, did you ever guess that 1 loved 
Rupert ? ” 

“ No ! but why speak of such things now, dear 
* Blanche ? ” 

“ Because I must, I must,” she reiterated; “ and 
you came between us, he never cared for me, but In- 
might have,—if he had not seen you.” 

" Oh ! please don’t, Blanche ! that is all at an end 
long ago.” 

“ No, no, no, hear me patiently ! Have you never 
guessed who it was who discovered Mrs. Hogan ? 

■ Who it was, that confronted Rupert with Freddy ? 
Who it was, that showed him your letter ? Well ! ”— 
with a long painful gasp,—“ it was / ! I parted you 
then, as I thought for ever ! but as the rich Australian 
cousin, you came back and retrieved all,—indeed 
1 more than all ! Don’t interrupt me yd” she con¬ 
tinued, struggling for breath, “ it was a hard matter 
to keep you and Rupert apart, but I poisoned your 
mind, and I roused his pride ; I intercepted the letter, 
that he wrote to you after your meeting at Lady 
de Lacy’s ! I took it from the messenger, and sent 
word, that there was no answer. Yes ! you may well 
look as if you were turned to stone. I did not open 
it: it is in the flap of my dressing-case, I have 
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looked at it often,—it is there now; the key is on that 
bunch—a small gilt one. Take it, and forgive me 
if you can.” And Blanche, now completely exhausted, 
turned away her face, and breathed hard. 

“ Oh ! Blanche,” said Helen, rising, and at last 
finding speech. “ I will not reproach you now ; but, 
my dear, how could you ? If you knew, how absolutely 
miserable the loss of that letter has made me, I am 
sure, you would never have taken it. 

As she spoke, she put her hand before her face, and 

hot tears trickled through her fingers. 

“ yes, I would have done it just the same ; it was 
a case of possession !—Devilish possession, panted 
Blanche excitedly; " you had better know, at once how 
horribly wicked 1 am, so that you need not regret me too 
painfully. No one will grieve for me much,—nor do 1 
deserve it. Now let me see you take your letter ; 
that will be a load off my mind ; go and get it now ; 
and Helen, after fumbling among strange keys, and 
bungling with a strange lock, discovered the long-lost 
missive in one of the pockets of Blanche s dressing- 
case and how gladly she possessed herself of the treasure 
it needs not to say, but this was neither time nor p ace 
for its perusal ! She contented herself with thrusting 
it inside her dress, and resuming her place beside 
the patient; administering some drops taking her 
temperature, and bathing her face and hands-for 
Blanche was utterly exhausted by her recent con 
fession and lay speechless and breathless; the only 
part of her that seemed alive, were her eyes ; and these 
followed her cousin, with a sort of hungry interest. 

Subsequently, when Blanche had fallen into a pro¬ 
found s?eep and the nurse had resumed her sway 
Helen stokf away to the privacy of her room, to rea 
her long delayed letter. Yes, it was everything that it 
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ought to be ! it even surpassed her highest expectations, 
and as she finished its perusal for the tenth time,—she 
felt angry with herself, for being so unfeelingly happy, 
when her cousin lay dying within a few yards. As 
to her cousin’s behaviour about this very letter, what 
could she say ?—Does not Death disarm us ? 


CHAPTER XXXIX 

B UT Miss Blanche Despard was not going to die, 
after all ; no, in this case—she showed her 
usual obstinacy. Several doctors had positively 
declared, that she could not live, or that if she did,— 
it was a case in five hundred ;—and it was the case in 
five hundred ! Her wiry constitution asserted itself, 
her bones knit with incredible ease ; her appetite never 
failed ; her sleeping powers were marvellous ; in¬ 
flammation was kept at bay, and Blanche survived ; 
let us hope to be, a wiser and a better woman. She 
was moved to a London Home, then by easy stages to 
the South of France, and soon she was able to be 
taken out in a bath-chair, along the “ Promenade 
des Anglais,” at Nice, and see the world once more ! 
Her mother was with her, of course, but Katie and 
Helen, were looking after Mr. Despard at Thornhurst ! 

After a time, Blanche began to pick up her looks, 
and her spirits ; to take an interest in society—and 
an especial interest in a good-looking, Italian Count,— 
who bore a faint resemblance to her cousin Rupert! 
The Count speedily developed a remarkable sympathy 
for the fair young invalid—a sympathy, that became 
more and more uncontrollable, as the rumours of her 
dot increased in magnitude. The young lady had 
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.1 nice little fortune of eight hundred a year,—left to 
her by her godmother, and namesake. This eight 
hundred a year would be gladly increased to a thou¬ 
sand, bv her loving father,—if any decent fellow would 
take Blanche off his hands ! 

“ Countess Ravani! Yes ! it sounded rather well,” 
said Blanche to herself ; she would enjoy living in the 
sunny South, and it would be delightful, to inhabit an 
old villa near Florence, and to have a coronet on her 
pocket handkerchief. She knew a good many English 
who lived all the war round in the City of Flowers, 
and the soft dole c far nicnlc of the Italian domestic life, 
appealed to her naturally indolent disposition. Already, 
in her own mind, she had entirely refurnished the 
ancient abode of the Ravanis. Persian and Turkish 
rugs—old Bric-a-brac, plate, linen, and china, would 
arrive in the form of wedding-presents; Father would 
give a motor, Mother a Grand piano, Katie and Lulu 
a silver tea-service, and Helen, who had heaps of 
money (Helen's forgiveness and generosity had salved 
over her readily appeased conscience)—and she was 
seriously debating in her own mind, whether Helen 
should give her diamonds or Russian Sables ?—when 
the main-spring of the whole affair was ushered into 
her presence! He came at a propitious moment to 
press his suit, and he was by no means a bad-looking 
V oung fellow, slim, dark, and gentlemanly. He sang 
melting Italian love songs in a charming tenor; he 
danced divinely ; and he was really rather in love with 
the pale-haired, pale-eyed, elegant-looking Miss Despard. 
“It would be a prudent marriage, a thousand a year, 
and possibilities,—on the death of the beef-eating 

father.” . , 

“ There was no object in returning to England until 

the affair was concluded,” thus wrote Mr. Despard, 
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whose desire to see his oldest daughter settled, and 
that in a foreign land, was scarcely Haltering,—and did 
not say much for his parental affection ! He, himself, 
would go out to Nice to clinch all arrangements,—and 
give Blanche away. Accordingly, early in April, all 
the English society, who were entitled to invitations, 
were present at a very smart wedding at the English 
church. 

Blanche looked quite “ the Countess,” in a magni¬ 
ficent white wedding-gown, and she also wore some line 
diamonds—Helen's wedding present. As she came 
down the aisle—now Madame kavani, we may drop 
the curtain over her, and allow her to pass from the 
scene. Possibly it may appear, that she was fortunate 
beyond her deserts; and that by the just, poetical 
fitness of things, she ought to have been a soured, 
crippled, malignant old maid, to the end of her days,— 
but who knows what fate may yet have in store for 
her ? Who knows, what stormy matrimonial outbursts 
may be enacted within the walls of the Villa kavani ? 
Who knows, that the Count be not a gambler ? 
or a gay, and inconstant Lothario,—Who knows ? 

****** 

When Mr. Despard went South to the wedding, 
Helen and Katie were left entirely to their own resources ; 
they despatched their presents and good wishes, and 
kept the great festivity at home. 

The couple had descended to the little Blue Drawing¬ 
room now, and enacted the part of “ Ladies of the 
House.” They were popular hostesses, and many of 
the neighbouring young people, liked to drop in at 
Thomhurst for a cup of five-o’clock tea ; Katie Despard 
was so amusing,—and her cousin so pretty ! 
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On one particular afternoon, Katie was doing the 
honours alone, and giving a detailed description of 
her sister’s wedding to two lively young ladies, one 
active-minded elderly lady with a son on leave— 
who had come to have a look at the heiress,—and 
a tea-loving curate. 

“ And so your cousin, Sir Rupert, has come home at 
last ? ” said one of the Miss Fosters, as she helped 
herself to hot buttered tea-cake. 

“ Rupert come home ? ” echoed Katie ; “ pray how 
do you know ? We have heard nothing about it ! ” 

“ How odd,” said Mrs. Foster; “ does he not 
write ? 

” Sometimes, when the spirit moves him. Last we 
heard of him, he was at Chicago.” 

" Well, he is in England now,—and I daresay you 

will soon see him ! ” 

“ But how do you know ? ” inquired Katie. 

“ I travelled down with him last night,” put in 
Captain Foster, as he helped himself to a second lump 
of sugar; ” he was looking uncommonly fit,—told me, 
he had just come up from Liverpool, and had arrived 
in the Antic.” 

" We are pretty well used to his coming, and going, 
in a most sudden manner, but I do think-” 

Whatever Katie really did think, was not to be 
disclosed at present ; for her remark was interrupted 
bv the entrance of the very gentleman in question. 

“ Talk of an angel ! ” cried Miss Letty Foster, in a 
tone of cordial welcome. “ We had just been telling 

your cousin, you had arrived ! 

“ i think you might have wntten a line, Rupert, 
said Katie, after he had greeted everyone, and found a 
seat. “ Now pray what have you to say for yourself . 

handing him a cup of tea. 
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“ We had a terrible time coming across the Atlantic, 
with a broken shaft, three weeks at sea,—I never was 
so sick of anything in my life,—my ideas are all mixed 
up, I have not found my land legs yet," then glancing 
towards the table—“ Hullo ! what’s this ? Looks 
like wedding-cake ! " 

“ And so it is," replied Katie ; " it would be a frightful 
blow to Gunter, if you mistook it for anything else ! ” 
" And who has been getting married, eh ? " 

“ Ah, who indeed ! You keep all your news to 
yourself,—so we will serve you in the same way." 

" But who ? ” he reiterated, " not Dolly ! ” 

“ No, not Dolly, he is out at the Cape. Come, now, 
a lady you have met here,—there's a broad hint ! " 
The broad hint, had the effect of producing a sudden 
change in Sir Rupert’s expression. He dropped the 
morsel of cake as if it were a scorpion into the saucer 
of his tea-cup,—and pushed both hastily away. 

” !• know who it is," he returned after a moment’s 
silence, " it is Miss Browne." 


“ No, you are wrong,” replied Katie, “ it is not Cousin 
Helen, who has been married,—it is Blanche ! This is 
Blanche's wedding-cake," once more moving his tea¬ 
cup towards him, “ and you must eat a morsel just 
for luck! ” 


Blanche ? ’’ he repeated with a look of indescribable 
relief ; " well I am behind the times ; and who is the 
h?fppy man ? " 

Your new cousin is an Italian Count, he has a 
vplla near Florence, and Blanche is now the Countess 
fvavani!" 


\ “ Nonsense, Katie, you are joking! An Italian ? 
\Vhere did she pick him up ? ” 

I think it was a case of them picking one another 

UJ.V at Nice - I have just been telling all about the 
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wedding to Mrs. Foster," looking towards that very 
plump lady, and endeavouring to make the conversation 
more general. 

Her example was followed by Rupert, who began 
discoursing with the Misses Foster, about the weather, 
and his travels ; and they, now that the little party had 
been augmented by a handsome and eligible bachelor, 
became more and more animated, and agreeable. 

" And so I find my cousin Katie here all alone, and 
the rest of the family in the South of France.—Even 
the indomitable Lulu is at school ! " 

“ Oh ! but Miss Browne is here,” returned Miss 
Foster, “ there she is riding up to the door now." 

This little piece of information, nearly caused her 
neighbour to capsize his tea-cup. 

" You see the result of being a bad correspondent," 
he muttered lamely. 

" Well ! I’m a bad correspondent myself," admitted 


Miss Foster. 

" By Jove, and so am I,” chimed in her brother ; 
" I suppose it runs in families." 

" What runs in families ? " inquired a pleasant 
young voice. And Helen with her hat, and riding iprop 
in her hand, joined the circle. " I think,” smiling at 
Mrs. Foster, “ we all met in the High Street of Wil¬ 
mington, not long ago ! Katie, my dear, it’s all rijght 

about the fish,—and I’m just dying-’’ \ 

At this instant her eyes, which had been travelling 
round the circle, and getting accustomed to the dus%y 
light of an April afternoon—fell upon a gentlema|o, 
sitting with his back to her, who now rose, ar 
Scl 1(1 * 

" I don’t think you met me in the High Street thMs 
afternoon, Miss Browne ; I hope you have not forgotb > n 


id 


me. 
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For quite half a minute Helen stood in white 
amazement, she could find no words. They came, 
they stuck in her throat, but they could get no further. 
Agitation, suffocating and overwhelming, laid hold on 
her. At last she stammered out : 

“ How do you do,—Sir Rupert,—when did you come 
home ? ” 

“ Only last night,” he responded. ” I landed in 
Liverpool yesterday morning.” 

” And he has been telling 11s his adventures,” volun¬ 
teered Miss Foster with delightful volubility. *• All 
about the Rocky Mountains, and New York, and his 
horrid passage over. Have you told us everything ? " 
she continued, beaming up at Sir Rupert, as he stood 
before her, with a plate of cakes, in either hand. 

” You can’t expect to be his mother-confessor,” 
said her brother, with a laugh. ” You need not imagine 
you will hear of all his experiences.” 

This was merely intended as a bit of chaff, but some¬ 
how it fell uncommonly flat. Sir Rupert looked 
annoyed, and Katie coloured crimson,—for everyone 
knew that Captain Foster had the episode of the duel, 
before his mind's eye. 

However, Mr. Lamb, the curate, gave a clever turn 
to the conversation, by recurring to the fact, that 
good correspondents were rife in some families—and 
absent in others! 

“ I. myself,” he announced (with the air of a man 
who is justly proud of the admission) ” am a capital 
correspondent. I write twice a week to my mother, 
I write every second mail to my brother at Ceylon-” 

” Ah ! and there's someone else, to whom you write 
every day," interrupted Mrs. Foster, in a stage whisper. 

The poor curate became scarlet to the edge of his 
jam-pot collar,—but still persisted manfully: 
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“ I do not think that to my knowledge in the whole 
course of my life, I have ever left a letter unanswered.’’ 

“ That is more than you can say, Miss Browne,” 
murmured Sir Rupert, in a tone of reproachful sig¬ 
nificance. 

“ I consider it,” said the curate as if preaching from 
a given text, “ an act of very gross rudeness, to leave a 
letter without a reply.—It is an unpardonable slight.” 
“ Do you hear that ? ” whispered Sir Rupert. 

“ The cap docs not fit me ,” she answered in the same 

low tone. _ T , 

" it is precisely the same,” resumed Mr. Lamb, 

‘‘as if a person spoke to you, and you made no 

answer.” . 

“ Precisely the same,” acquiesced Sir Rupert. 

** And is most painful to people’s feelings, and sunder^ 
many friendships.” 

“ I believe you arc speaking from experience, 
I amb ” said Captain Foster; ” it sounds exactly as 
if you had a fellow feeling for some poor devil, whose 
lady-love ‘chucked him,’ and treated Ins epistles with 

silent contempt .-Maybe the case was your own ! 

“ Really, Tim, you are too ridiculous, protested Ins 

m ° t I declare here, and now, that if ever I fall in love, 

I shall do my correspondence by telephone.” 

“ Well at any rate,” agreed his youngest sister, 
“ vou could not be brought up for breach of promise. 

Now my dear girls, you really must not stay hcie 
all the evening talking nonsense,” said their mother 
rising “ I have seen the car going round to the 
door -A hint from Jones, that we ought to be going! 

So escorted by the three men, she and her daughter 
bade adieu to their hostesses, and filed out of the room, 
—still in the full tide of conversation. 
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Katie and Helen remained behind, and as the former 
rose from the tea-table, she said, “ I shall leave you 
here to have a tete-a-tete with Rupert, I imagine 
you will have a good deal to say to one another. I intend 
to ask him to dinner, and I must sec*, if there will be 
enough soup to go round ? So I’ll expect you to 
entertain him.” 

“ No, no, please don’t go away like that! ” urged 
Helen, hurrying after her. “ I must take off my 
habit, and-” 

But the swing-door, had already closed behind her 
cousin, and whatever Helen’s objections were, they 
never reached her cars. Then Sir Rupert entering 
through the drawing-room, effectually cut off her 
retreat, by advancing towards her, and declaring that 
“ he was thankful to have an opportunity of speaking 
to her, for a few moments alone.” 

These few moments extended to sixty, and needless 
to add, passed with inconceivable rapidity. The matter 
of the letter was cleared up, and explained,—Sir Rupert 
taking anything but a lenient view of his cousin’s 
share in the transaction.—The pros and cons of the 
duel were confessed, and discussed, and it was fully 
five minutes, before Helen would allow herself to be 
persuaded that Senorita Inez had not some grounds 
for her hallucination ! 

“You know you had no business to go riding and 
star-gazing and guitar-playing with her,” she observed 
impressively.’ ” It was enough to make her think 
all manner of things.” 

Not a bit of it, my dear Helen, such little frivolities 
are the natural and innocent amusement of one’s idle 
hours out there,—it is the custom of the country 1 ” 

I believe you trifled with the poor girl’s affections,” 
persisted Helen. 
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“ Make your mind easy about her affections, rejoined 
her companion ; " she has already bestowed them else¬ 
where. Inez has married a wealthy fellow-countryman, 
and made a most suitable match. I sent a wedding 
present from New York ! ” 

“You did?” u f 

** Yes ! and probably she will return the compliment. 

I hope her gift will take the form of some boxes 

of excellent dried fruit. You never tasted anything 

more delicious, and I know you have a sweet tooth ! ” 

“ You seem to take a good deal for granted ; your 

wedding, and your presents, included,” she replied 

with a smile. .. , „ 

“ One wedding in a family is bound to make another . 

he answered complacently ; “not that I can ever bring 

myself to think well of the present bride I don t feel 

that I could ever speak to her again. Still, in one 

respect —I shall follow her example.” 

“ What example ? ” inquired Katie, whose entrance 

had been quite unnoticed; “ who are you talking about. 

“ Blanche ! and her example,” he replied. I intend 

to be married-before the roses are out.” ^ 

“ oil ! do you indeed ? and the lady . glanci g 

“‘■ H Do n not appeal to me, Katie. I know nothing 
whatever about it,” she protested, but her crimson 
cheeks belied her words—” and now, I m going 

dress ! ” 
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